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REDEMPTION 


AN ANTHOLOGY 
OF THE CROSS 


Sweet Eden was the arbor of delight, 
Yet inits honey flowers our poison blew: 
Sad Gethsemane the bower of baleful 
night, 
Where Christ a health of poison for 
Us drew, 
Yet all our honey in that poison grew: 
So we, from sweetest flower, could suck 
our bane, 
And Christ, from bitter venom, could 
again 
Extract life out of death, and pleasure 


out of pain. 
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THE MADNESS AND THE EXULTATION OF 
THE CROSS 


Christina Rossetti in contemplating the cross broke forth 
in irrepressible exultation: 


Man’s death is life. For Christ endured to die 
In slow unuttered weariness of pain, 
A curse and an astonishment, passed by, 
Pointed at, mocked again 
By men for whom he shed His 

Blood—in vain! 


The stark figure upon the cross has always been a curse 
and an astonishment to sensitive hearts, whether they have 
yielded to its appeal or turned from it to defeat and misery. 
Statesmen have felt the finality and austerity of His dealing 
with the unbearable human problems of selfishness and greed 
and hate; soldiers have claimed as fellow sufferer One who, 
scorning “any death less poignant than another’s,” partook 
of the uttermost of human misery; hard-pressed teachers see 
in Calvary the supreme educational act of all time; public 
servants bafiled by the stupidity and blind inertia of peoples 
who make tardy response to ideas of an ampler social order 
find in Him one who was baffled too, and in His last resource 
of outpoured love, the Cross, they discover the companion- 
ship of all who suffer for a humanity which shall some day 
walk by the lamp of the spirit and the eye of faith. 
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The Cross must be distinguished from the totality of 
human suffering, for not all pain, not all loss constitutes a 
Cross. It has been this confusion which has lost for Chris- 
tianity some of its arresting and convincing power. 

The total area of human ills falls in many categories; 
accident due to being in a world where gravitation prevails 
as a universal principle, pestilence which walketh in darkness 
which lays low the good and the bad, consequences of tem- 
perament, and habit, and the anonymous ebb and flow of 
life generally termed hard luck. In these and other fields 
there may be nothing of the Cross although there is much of 
human pain and many valuable disciplines of the spirit along 
with black and humanly irretrievable disaster. 

What then is the Cross? ‘The Cross im any field and in 
all times and places is redemptive suffering and is generally 
marked by two characteristics: it is voluntary and it is for 
others. ‘True there are great numbers who like Simon of 
Cyrene are drafted in to the world’s travail and labor for 
a better day, and if they appropriate the purpose of Christ 
in redeeming men and women, they too experience not only 
the fellowship of His sufferings but also the power of His 
resurrection and the glory of social and personal life regen- 
erated by the sheer persuasive commanding power of love 
outpoured. 

The Cross in our own generation is laid upon explorers 
in X-ray and medicine; upon teachers willingly wearing out 
their nerves to emancipate children from ignorance; upon 
soldiers who in faith believe they are struggling for the 
freedom of the world; upon statesmen pilloried by the fickle 
favor of the populace; upon housewives giving over all 
opportunity for personal enrichment, projecting their all 
through the infant lives growing up in beauty and harmony; 
upon missionaries facing the ravages of tropical and foreign 
maladies for which they have no defense; upon workers who 
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accept their portion of the world’s burden and carry it 
forward with the same acceptance as Simon of Cyrene. In 
these and others are to be found the form of the eentk in 
our generation. 

What is it the Cross does for men and women and children, 
what is available for you and me in Jesus’ bloody gibbet and 
in the self-dedication of men and women to-day? ‘The Cross 
influences us by the power of its example to a higher mood 
of thought and life, it educates us, by portraying a drama 
all can understand—the hideousness of selfishness and greed 
and lust and the supreme lengths to which love will go. It 
shames us by its sheer heroism, it wins us by its patient 
endurance, it stimulates our wills by the imperative self- 
evidencing argument that here at last is the supreme 
resource of God and man with which to win a willful human 
race to a life lived after the pattern of courage and affection. 

To such a theme the illuminated poets of every generation 
have given their best and highest efforts; at times the 
blinding light has obscured their vision, at other times they 
have seen only a fragment and have set that down. But 
running through all great literature there has been the 
sequence of sin, retribution and reconciliation. Sophocles, 
Euripides and Thucydides spoke of nothing else, it stalks 
through every page of Dante. Shakespeare employed the 
sequence in all major tragedies, George Eliot dealt with 
it in Adam Bede and ‘The Mill on the Floss, it is the central 
idea in David Copperfield and The Scarlet Letter, and it has 
marked the pages of all elevated and distinguished poetry. 

The persuasion of the Cross is vibrant in George Herbert’s 
lines : 


O My chief good, 
How shall I measure out thy blood? 
How shall I count what thee befel, 
And each grief tell? 
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Shali I thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, since one star show’d thy first breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or shall each leaf, 
Which falls in autumn, score a grief? 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be sign 
Of the true vine? 


Then let each hour 
Of my whole life one grief devour; 
That thy distress through all may run, 
And be my sun: 


Or rather let 
My sev’ral sins their sorrows get; 
That as each beast his cure doth know, 
Each sin may so. 


The arresting power of the sight of one suffering volun- 
tarily not for his own sin but for another’s is set down in 
an anonymous poem of more recent date: 


“Say, bold but blessed thief, 
That in a trice 

Slipped into paradise, 

And in plain day 

Stol’st heaven away, 

What trick couldst thou invent 
To compass thy intent? 
What arms? 

What charms?” 

“Love and belief.” 

“Say, bold but blessed thief, 
How couldst thou read 

A crown upon that head? 
What text, what gloss— 

A Kingdom and a cross? 
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How couldst thou come to spy 
God in a man to die? 

What light? 

What sight?” 

“The sight of grief—” 


The victory out of apparent defeat and irretrievable dis- 
aster, the fate of so many of earth’s liberators and teachers 
is seen by the Irish Catholic poet, Francis Thompson, in his 
Veteran of Heaven: 


O Captain of the wars, whence won Ye so great scars? 

In what fight did Ye smite, and what manner was the foe? 
Was it on a day of rout they compassed Thee about, 

Or got Ye these adornings when Ye wrought their overthrow? 


*T was on a day of rout they girded Me about, 

They wounded all My brow, and they smote Me through the side: 

My hand held no sword when I met their armed horde, 

And the Conqueror fell down, and the Conquered bruised his 
pride! 


Nathaniel Eaton, contemplating this same victory of 
failure and disaster, the paradox of Jesus losing his life to 


find it, penned his lines On Good Friday: 


He’s dead! Insult, infernal powers, the dread 
Messias. Jesus, whom ye fear’d, is dead! 

But stay! rejoice not neither—it is from 

His death th’t your great empire’s fall doth come. 
"Twas a strange combat this: wherein to slay 
The foe you fought with, was to lose the day: 
Yet thus it was: the field had been your own, 

Had you not your great champion overthrown; 
But thru’ his sides yourselves accurs’d slew, 
And He being ruined by you ruined you. 


This paradox of the Christ crucified but triumphant has 
not escaped the attention of any of the poets who have 
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written on spiritual themes; Richard Crashaw sensed it as 
his unerring insight recognized so many spiritual values. 


Christ when He died 

Deceived the cross, 

And on death’s side 

Threw all the losse: 

The captive world awak’t and found 
The prisoners loose, the jailor bound. 


O deare and sweet dispute 

*T wixt death’s and love’s far different fruite, 
Different as far 

As antidote and poisons are: 

By the first fatal Tree 

Both life and libertie 

Were sold and slaine, 

By this they both look up, and live againe. 


O strange and mysterious strife, 

Of open death and hidden life: 

When on the crosse my King did bleed, 
Life seemed to die, Death died indeed. 


Thompson in another mood of sheer adoration of the 
spiritual ascendency of Christ upon Calvary set down his 
Desideriwum Indesideratum: 


O Gain that lurk’st ungained in all gain! 

O love we just fall short of in all love! 

O height that in all heights art still above! 

O beauty that dost leave all beauty pain! 

Thou unpossessed that mak’st possession vain, 

See these strained arms which fright the simple air, 
And say what ultimate fairness holds thee, Fair! 
They girdle Heaven, and girdle Heaven in vain: 
They shut, and lo! but shut in their unrest. 
Thereat a voice in me that voiceless was:— 
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“Whom seekst thou through the unmarged arcane, 
And not discern’st to thine own bosom prest?’ 

I looked. My clasped arms athwart my breast 
Framed the august embraces of the Cross. 


The power of the cross to educate and to reprove, to 
chasten and to bring conviction of personal guilt and that 
sense of need without which religion can never penetrate 
the human heart is felt in the poignant lines of Oscar Wilde: 


O smitten mouth! O forehead crowned with thorn! 
O Chalice of all common miseries ! 
Thou for our sakes that loved thee not hast borne 
An agony of endless centuries, 
And we were vain and ignorant nor knew 
That when we stabbed thy heart it was our own real hearts 
we slew. 


One hears a cry de profundis from the same poet; the 
plaint of disillusioned humanity starving amid the husks 
and swine, the plaint of all those who have walked by sight 
alone and have lived only upon earthly bread and claim in 
the agony of disappointed pursuit the love of One who is 
Brother to all drowning and beleaguered souls: 


Come down, O Christ, and help me! reach thy hand, 
For I am drowning in a stormier sea 
Than Simon on the lake of Galilee: 

The wine of life is spilt upon the sand, 

My heart is as some famine-murdered land 
Whence all good things have perished utterly, 
And well I know my soul in Hell must lie 

If I this night before God’s throne should stand. 

“He sleeps perchance, or rideth to the chase, 

Like Baal, when his prophets howled the name 
From morn to noon on Carmel’s smitten height.’ 

Nay, peace, I shall behold, before the night, 

The feet of brass, the robe more white than flame, 
The wounded hands, the weary human face. 
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The convincing power of sacrificial suffering, the ability 
of that silent Figure to convict men of their sins and cause 
them to give their allegiance, as the dying thief, is caught 
up in the lines of Henry Vaughn, one prone in all his writings 
to see what Franz Liszt has termed “the madness and the 


exultation of the Cross’: 


Lord, when thou didst thyselfe undresse, 
Laying by Thy robes of Glory, 

To make us more thou wouldst be lesse, 
And becam’st a wofull story. 


O, my deare Lord! what couldst thou spye 
In this impure, rebellious clay, 

That made thee thus resolve to dye, 

For those that kill thee every day? 


O what strange wonders could thee move 
To slight thy precious blood and breath? 
Sure it was love, my Lord; for love 

Is only stronger far than death! 


The self-dedication of those who go out voluntarily to 
suffer for others was perceived by Joyce Kilmer in his 
Peacemaker: 


Upon his will he binds a radiant chain, 
For Freedom’s sake he is no longer free. 
It is his task, the slave of Liberty, 
With his own blood to wipe away a stain. 
That pain may cease, he yields his flesh to pain, 
To banish war, he must a warrior be, 
He dwells in Night, eternal Dawn to see, 
And gladly dies, abundant life to gain. 


What matters Death, if Freedom be not dead? 
No flags are fair, if Freedom’s flag be furled, 
Who fights for Freedom, goes with joyful tread 
To meet the fires of Hell against him hurled 
And has for captain Him whose thorn-wreathed head 
Smiles from the Cross upon a conquered world. 
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With the coming of the holocaust which swept the world 
from 1914 to 1918 and the years when men ate bitter bread 
following the war, in addition to the literature of disen- 
chantment, there were those who saw the unalloyed commit- 
ment of the youth of France and Germany and England 
and all other warring countries as a willing sacrifice on the 
part of millions of youth for what they conceived to be the 
liberation of the world. Joyce Kilmer wrote on the way to 
the front and to death:— 


My shoulders ache beneath my pack 
(Lie easier, Cross, upon His back). 


I march with feet that burn and smart 
(Tread, Holy Feet, upon my heart). 


Men shout at me who may not speak 
(They scourged Thy back and smote Thy cheek). 


I may not lift a hand to clear 
My eyes of salty drops that sear. 


(Then shall my fickle soul forget 
Thy Agony of Bloody Sweat?) 


My rifle hand is stiff and numb 
(From Thy pierced palm red rivers come). 


Lord, Thou didst suffer more for me 
Than all the hosts of land and sea. 


So let me render back again 


This millionth of Thy gift. Amen. 


The infinite pathos of the mutilated and blemished lives 
destined to live on in broken bodies or damaged minds is 


set down in Wilfrid Wilson Gibson’s Deaf: 
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This day last year I heard the curlew calling 
By Hallypike, 

And the clear tinkle of hill-waters falling 
Down slack and syke. 

But now I cannot hear the shrapnel’s screaming, 

_ The screech of shells: 

And if again I see the blue lough gleaming 

Among the fells, 


Unheard of me will be the curlew’s calling 
By Hallypike, 

And the clear tinkle of hill-waters falling 
Down slack and syke. 


Again in his The Message Gibson reveals the living death 
into which many passed who are forced to live on without 
the light of reason. 


“TI cannot quite remember . . . There were five 
Dropt dead beside me in the trench—and three 
Whispered their dying messages to me... .” 


Back from the trenches, more dead than alive, 
Stone-deaf and dazed, and with broken knee, 
He hobbled slowly, muttering vacantly: 


“I cannot quite remember . . . There were five 
Dropt dead beside me in the trench—and three 
Whispered their dying messages to me .. .” 


Amos Niven Wilder recalls the universal tie which binds 
all who bear the mark of pain in his Ode in a German 
Cemetery: 


. . . Rancour grows chastened in these groves of death, 
And clamorous recrimination hushed, 
Our pain disarmed by pain, 

We can but leave upon these graves the wreath 

Our mortal foes by mortal visitation crushed 
Have woven for their slain. 
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Still to this day, 
Driven by their bitterness, they come to pray 
And kneeling in the grass 
Grope vainly for relief, 
And as I pass | 
Rise in distressed confusion and sore grief. 


Then, fallen foe, and friend 
Sleep, 
Sleep in repose, 
And you, you suffering mother, cease to weep. 
What though we late were foes? 
We fought in nightmare, as in dreams we live! 
Best to forgive. ... 


But as many watched the cosmic drama on Golgotha and 
returned to the bazaars of Jerusalem to trade and laugh, 
so many saw the outpouring of life on all fronts with indif- 
ference. Against these Carl Sandburg struck out: 


I have been watching the war map slammed up for advertising 
in front of the newspaper office. 

Buttons—red and yellow buttons—blue and black buttons—are 
shoved back and forth across the map. 


A laughing young man, sunny with freckles, 

Climbs a ladder, yells a joke to somebody in the crowd 

And then fixes a yellow button one inch west 

And follows the yellow button with a black button one inch west. 


(Ten thousand men and boys twist on their bodies in a red soak 
along a river edge, 

Gasping of wounds, calling for water, some rattling death in 
their throats.) 

Who by Christ would guess what it cost to move two buttons 
one inch on the war map here in front of the newspaper 
office where the freckle-faced young man is laughing to us? 


But our day has seen other martyrs, men who have strug- 
gled for freedom of conscience and freedom of speech, men 
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who have been jailed for opinions and killed by incarcera- 
tion, men whose blood shall be, please God, the seed of a 
fairer and a more Christian Church and State. William 
Ellery Leonard in his The Heretics sends a white hot bolt 
against the enemies of freedom responsible for this ghastly 
enterprise: 


A row of bearded fellows ... four... 

In hand-cuffs . . . chained to an iron bar. . 
Their bare feet straining to the slimy floor... 
Stripped to their ragged underwear . 

Their bruises not yet hardened to a scar... 
Four bearded chins upon four breasts in prayer. 


Perhaps no matter . . . there’s not much to see... 

No blanket on the cold and clammy bricks . 

No bread . . . no pitcher . . . bowl ... or pail... 
But once in twenty-four or thirty-six 

Slow hours of this well conducted jail, 

The keepers come with cups of water... four... 

At which each chained man licks . 

Come with four crusts for Jaws... 

At which each chained man gnaws ... 

(Chained man! . . . chained dog? . . . chained bear? ... 
Between the cursings . . . clubbings . . . kicks. 

The keepers go . . . they climb the long stone stair .. . 
And all below’s the same once more— 

Four bearded chins upon four breasts in prayer. 

It is a quiet place... 

Quiet for four ... or three. ..ortwo...orone... 


There has been many another— 

Why bother? 

A row of bearded fellows ... four... 

And all because 

So gentle, and long-suffering, and odd... . 

They had an understanding with their God .. . 

They had the will and strength to keep the clause . 

To bear ... and bear ... and bear. . . and bear. . 
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They would not give their bodies up to war... 
Four bearded chins on four dead breasts in prayer. 


Ralph Chaplin, another gallant soul imprisoned for 
opinion, wrote of his friend Wesley Everest, done to death 
for expressing his views, which under the United States 
Constitution he was empowered to do: 


Torn and defiant as a wind-lashed reed, 

Wounded, he faced you, as he stood at bay: 

You dared not lynch him in the light of day,— 
But on your dungeon stones you let him bleed: 
Night came . . . and you black vigilants of greed, 
Like human wolves, seized hard upon your prey, 
Tortured and killed . . . and, silent, slunk away,— 
Without one qualm of horror at the deed. 

Once, . . . long ago . . . do you remember how 
You hailed Him King, for soldiers to deride? 

You placed a scroll upon his bleeding brow, 

And spat upon him, scourged him, crucified! 

A rebel unto Cesar, then as now— 

Alone, thorn-crowned, a spear-wound in His side! 


The “curse and the astonishment” of the cross arouses 
and constrains the hearts and minds of men. Men dread 
Him and flee Him, but they cannot escape Him. The Cross 
was an event in history and a principle of life, the best and 
the last resource of redemptive love. Men strike out against 
it but they come back to it, for the suffering Figure lifted 
up on the cruel wood continues to beckon to the best of the 
human race. 

An anonymous poet expressed this in the dark days of the 
recent conflict :— 

Go, bitter Christ, grim Christ! haul if Thou wilt 
Thy bloody cross to Thine own bleak Calvary! 
When did I bid Thee suffer for my guilt 


To bind intolerable claims on me? 
I loathe Thy sacrifice; I am sick of Thee. 
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Thou liest, Christ, Thou liest; take it hence, 

That mirror of strange glories: I am I: 

What wouldst Thou make of me? O cruel pretense, 
Drive me not mad so with the mockery 

Of that most lovely, unattainable lie! 


O King, O Captain, wasted, wan with scourging, 
Strong beyond speech, and wonderful with woe, 
Whither, relentless wilt Thou still be urging 

Thy maimed and halt that have not strength to go? ... 
Peace, peace, I follow. Why must we love Thee so? 


Thus has the gaunt figure on the wood reigned over the 
world for twenty centuries, persuading, shaming, educating, 
and redeeming the intellects and the emotions of men. 


GEORGE STEWART 


REDEMPTION: AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 
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REDEMPTION: 


AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


PSALM XXII 


My God, My God, why hast thou forsaken me? 

Why art thou so far from helping me, and from the words 
of my groaning? 

O my God, I cry in the day-time, but thou answerest not ; 

And in the night season, and am not silent. 

But thou art holy, 

O thou that inhabitest the praises of Israel. 

Our fathers trusted in thee: 

They trusted, and thou didst deliver them. 

They cried unto thee, and were delivered: 

They trusted in thee, and were not put to shame. 

But I am a worm, and no man; 

A reproach of men, and despised of the people. 

All they that see me laugh me to scorn: 

They shoot out the lip, they shake the head, saying, 

Commit thyself unto Jehovah; let him deliver him; 

Let him rescue him, seeing he delighteth in him. 

But thou art he that took me out of the womb; 

Thou didst make me trust when I was upon my mother’s 
breasts. 

I was cast upon thee from the womb; 

Thou art my God since my mother bare me. 

Be not far from me; for trouble is near; 

For there is none to help. 
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Many bulls have compassed me; 

Strong bulls of Bashan have beset me round. 

They gape upon me with their mouth, 

As a ravening and a roaring lion. 

I am poured out like water, 

And all my bones are out of joint: 

My heart is like wax; 

It is melted within me. 

My strength is dried up like a potsherd; 

And my tongue cleaveth to my jaws; 

And thou hast brought me into the dust of death, 

For dogs have compassed me: 

A company of evil-doers have inclosed me; 

They pierced my hands and my feet. 

I may count all my bones. 

They look and stare upon me; 

They part my garments among them, 

And upon my vesture do they cast lots. 

But be not thou far off, O Jehovah: 

O thou my succor, haste thee to help me. 

Deliver my soul from the sword, 

My darling from the power of the dog. 

Save me from the lion’s mouth; 

Yea, from the horns of the wild-oxen thou hast answered me. 

I will declare thy name unto my brethren; 

In the midst of the assembly will I praise thee. 

Ye that fear Jehovah, praise him; 

All ye the seed of Jacob, glorify him; 

And stand in awe of hin, all ye the seed of Israel. 

For he hath not despised nor abhorred the affliction of the 
afflicted ; 

Neither hath he hid his face from him; 

But when he cried unto him, he heard. 

Of thee cometh my praise in the great assembly: 

I will pay my vows before them that fear him. 
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The meek shall eat and be satisfied; 

They shall praise Jehovah that seek after him: 

Let your heart live for ever. 

All the ends of the earth shall remember and turn unto 
Jehovah ; 

And all the kindreds of the nations shall worship before thee. 

For the kingdom is Jehovah’s; 

And he is the ruler over the nations. 

All the fat ones of the earth shall eat and worship: 

All they that go down to the dust shall bow before him, 

Even he that cannot keep his soul alive. 

A seed shall serve him; 

It shall be told of the Lord unto the next generation, 

They shall come and shall declare his righteousness 

Unto a people that shall be born, that he hath done it. 
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O Sacred Head, now wounded, 
With grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded 
With thorns, Thy only crown! 
How art Thou pale with anguish, 
With sore abuse and scorn! 
How does that visage languish 
Which once was bright as morn! 


What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered 
Was all for sinners’ gain: 

Mine, mine was the transgression, 
But Thine the deadly pain. 

Lo, here I fall, my Saviour! 
Tis I deserve Thy place, 

Look on me with Thy favor, 
Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 


What language shall I borrow 
To thank Thee, dearest Friend, 
For this, Thy dying sorrow, 
Thy pity without end? 
O make me Thine forever, 
And should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never 
Outlive my love to Thee. 


Be near me when I’m dying, 
O show Thy cross to me: 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


And for my succor flying, 
Come, Lord, and set me free. 
These eyes new faith receiving, 
From Jesus shall not move, 
For he, who dies believing, 
Dies safely through Thy love. 


Bernard of Clairvaux, 1090-1153; Paul Gerhardt, 1656; tr. J. W. 
Alexander, 1830-49. 
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DE PASSIONE CHRISTI 


Vexilla regis prodeunt, 
Fulget crucis mysterium, 
Quo carne carnis conditor 
Suspensus est patibulo. 


Qui vulneratus insuper 
Mucrone diro lances, 

Ut nos lavaret crimine 
Mauavit unda et sanguine. 


Impleta sunt, quae concinit 
David fideli carmine, 
Dicens: In nationibus 


Regnabit a ligno Deus! 


Arbor decora et fulgida, 
Ornata regis purpura, 
Electa digno stipite 

Tam sancta membra tangere! 


Beata, cuius brachtiis 
Pretium pependit seculi; 
Predamque tulit Tartari. 


Salve ara, Salve victima 
De passionis gloria: 

Qua vita mortem petulit, 
Et morte vitam reddidit! 


Venantius Fortunatus, 530-609 
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THE VEXILLA REGIS 


The Royal Banners forward go; 

The cross shines forth in mystic glow; 
Where He in flesh, our flesh who made, 
Our sentence bore, our ransom paid. 


Where deep for us the spear was dy’d, 
Life’s torrent rushing from his side, 
To wash us in that precious flood 
Where mingled water flow’d, and blood. 


Fullfill’d is all that David told 

In true prophetic song of old; 

Amidst the nations God, faith he, 

Hath reign’d and triump’d from the Tree. 


O Tree of Beauty! Tree of Light! 

O Tree with Royal purple dight! 

Elect on whose triumphal breast 

Those Holy limbs should find their rest! 


On whose dear arms, so widely flung, 
The weight of this world’s ransom hung! 
The price of human kind to pay, 

And Spoil the Spoiler of his prey. 


O Cross, our one reliance, hail! 
This Holy Passion-tide, avail 
To give fresh merit to the faint, 
And pardon to the penitent. 


To Thee, Eternal Three in One, 

Let Homage meet by all be done; 
Whom by the Cross Thou dost restore, 
Preserve and govern evermore. 


Venantius Fortunatus 
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DIES IRAE 


Dies Irae, dies illa! 
Solvet saeclum in favilla, 
Teste David cum Sibylla. 


Day of vengeance, without morrow! 
Earth shall end in flame and sorrow, 
As from saint and seer we borrow. 


Ah! what terror is impending, 
When the Judge is seen descending 
And each secret vail is rending! 


To the throne, the trumpet sounding, 
Through the sepulchres resounding, 
Summons all, with voice astounding. 


Death and Nature, mazed, are quaking, 
When, the grave’s long slumber breakmg, 
Man to judgment is awaking. 


On the written Volume’s pages, 
Life is shown in all its stages— 
Judgment—record of past ages! 


Sits the Judge, the raised arraigning, 
Darkest mysteries explaining, 
Nothing unavenged remaining. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


What shall I then say, unfriended, 
By no advocate attended, 
When the just are scarce defended. 


King of Majesty tremendous, 
By Thy saving grace defend us; 
Fount of pity, safety send us! 


Holy Jesus! meek, forbearing, 
For my sins the death-crown wearing, 
Save me, in that day despairing. 


Worn and weary, Thou hast sought me; 
By Thy cross and passion bought me ;— 
Spare the hope Thy labors brought me. 


Righteous Judge of retribution, 
Give, oh, give me absolution 
Ere the day of dissolution. 


As a guilty culprit groaning, 
Flushed my face, my errors owning, 
Hear, O God, my spirit’s moaning! 


Thou to Mary gav’st remission, 
Heards’t the dying thief’s petition, 
Bad’st me hope in my contrition. 


In my prayers no grace discerning, 
Yet on me Thy favor turning, 
Save my soul from endless burning! 


Give me, when Thy sheep confiding 
Thou art from the goats dividing, 
On Thy right a place abiding! 
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When the wicked are confounded, 
And by bitter flames surrounded, 
Be my joyful pardon sounded! 


Prostrate all my guilt discerning, 
Heart as though to ashes turning; 
Save, oh save me from the burning! 


Day of weeping, when from ashes 
Man shall rise ’mid lightning flashes, 
Guilty, trembling with contrition, 
Save him, Father, from perdition! 
Generally attributed to Venantius Fortunatus 
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“THE VISION OF THE CROSS” 


List to the words of a wondrous vision, 
Dream that I dreamt in the dead of night, 
When stilled in sleep were the sons of men! 
Methought on a sudden I saw a cross 
Upreared in the sky, and radiant with light. 
Brightest of trees, that beauteous beacon 
Was dipped in gold, and bedight with jewels: 
Four at the base, and five on the beam 
Glistened on high; ’twas no gallows-tree, 
Emblem of shame, but the souls of the blest 
Were gazing upon it, God’s bright angels, 
The glorious creation, all kindreds of men. 
*T was a tree of triumph; but troubled was I, 
Stained with sin, as I stood and gazed 
On the Cross of glory, aglow with light. 
Layers of gold, and glittering jewels 
Covered its bark, and buried the wood. 
Still through the gold that garnished its side, 
I was ’ware of wounds where once it had bled, 
Scars of a battle old. I was bowed with sorrow; 
But the vision filled me with fear when I saw 
That it changed its hue—now chased with gold, 
Now stained with blood and streaming wet! 
Long I lay thus, looking in sadness 
At the Saviour’s Cross, when sudden I heard it 
Making melody, marked it singing; 
Wondrous words the wood did utter: 
“Many years ago, 

—yet I remember it all— 
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Fast by a forest-side, 

they felled me where I grew, 
Severed me from my stock; 

strong foes took and shaped me 
For a spectacle to men; 

made me bear their criminals, 
Bore me away on their backs 

bade me stand on a hill-top, 
Band of fiends there fixed me. 

I saw the Friend of Man, 
Haste with mighty hardihood 

to mount on high and clasp me. 
I durst not bend nor falter, 

nor disobey my Lord; 
Though I marked how all the earth 

with mighty tremblings shook. 
Then stripped the mighty hero, 

in sooth, *twas God Almighty. 
He clomb the towerig cross, 

with spirit keen and daring; 
Bold in sight of the rabble, 

when our race he would deliver. 
I trembled as he embraced me, 

yet bow to earth I durst not, 
Nor prostrate fall with fear, 

“Stand fast,’ my Lord commanded; 
I stood, a cross uplifted! 

the King of glory I carried, 
Upheld the Lord of heaven; 

my head I durst not bow. 
With gruesome nails they gored me, 

the gaping wounds are open; 
In bitter malice scarred me, 
strike back at the fiends I durst not. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 
They mocked us both and beat us, 


with blood my sides were running, 
That flowed from the Saviour’s body; 
when he bowed his head in death. 
Much I endured on that mount of woe, 
Throes and hate, for there I beheld 
The God of hosts, hanging outstretched. 
A pall of darkness dimmed his glory, 
Shrouded his body. The shadow rushed on, 
Black under clouds, all creatures wailed; 
Christ was on the cross; their King was dead! 


Soon a band I beheld, 

hastening swiftly forward, 
Comrades seeking their Lord; 

(clearly I saw it all.) 
Stricken with grief profound, 

forward I stooped to help them, 
Eagerly bending low. 

They lifted Him down from the cross, 
Released from his bitter agony ; 

alone they left me there, 
Standing steeped in blood, 

wounded with shafts of malice. 
They folded His weary limbs, 

and watched at the head of his body; 
Looked intent on their Lord, 

the while He took His rest, 
Forespent with heavy toil. 

Then full in sight of His slayers 
They hastened to hollow a grave, 

hewn from glistening marble; 
Buried the Lord of Victory, 

and chanted a lay of mourning, 


45 


REDEMPTION 


Sadly at eventide; 
then sorrowing took their leave; 
Went from the Lord of glory. 
There He rested alone. 


Long I stood, deserted by all; 

At last they felled me,—fearful my fate; 

They dug a ditch, and deep they buried me. 
Erelong I was found by friends of my Lord. 

Who straightway adorned me with silver and gold. 
Here mayest thou learn, my hero beloved, 

What woe I endured, what work of felons, 
What trials sore. Now the time is come 

That far and wide o’er the world I am honored. 
All kindreds of men, the mighty creation, 

Kneel to this sign. For the Son of God 

On me did suffer! This makes me glory! 
Sublime I am lifted aloft in the sky, 

With might to heal all men who adore me. 

Once I was set for a sign of woe, 

A mark of shame, ere I showed to men, 
Wandering lost, the way of life. 

God who is Lord of glory, exalted me 

High o’er the towering trees of the forest.” ... 


With happy heart I hailed the cross, 

And fervent zeal. No friend was near; 

Alone I knelt. I longed to depart; 

My soul was eager to start on her journey. 

Late I had lingered, my life’s desire 

Was to come to the cross, the conqueror’s beacon; 
More oft than other men, ever alone, 

To worship it worthily, wanting but this: 

To look on the cross whence cometh my help. 
Friends have I few to defend and comfort me; 
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They have left the life,and delight of the world; 
They have gone to greet the King of glory; 
They are folded in bliss with the Father on high; 
They live in the light of the Lord of angels; 

My heart beats high for the happy day 

When the cross of Christ shall come once more 
To fetch me away from this fleeting life, 

Bring me home to the bliss of heaven, 

Where the saints of God sit at the feast, 

Joined in the raptures of joy eternal. 


May he who suffered for the sins of men 

On the cross of shame, show me the way, 
Guide me in grace to the goal of my hope, 
That so I may join the saints in their joy, 
And dwell forever in realms of bliss. 


Ascribed to Cynewulf. 8th Century, A.D. Translation by 
J. Duncan Spaeth. 1868- 


ANT 


JESU 


Jesu,—name all names above,—Jesu, best and dearest 

Jesu, fount of perfect love,—holiest, tenderest, nearest ! 

Jesu, source of grace completest,—Jesu, purest, Jesu, 
sweetest, 

Jesu, well of power divine,—make me, keep me, seal me, 
Thine! 

Thou didst call the prodigal, Thou didst pardon Mary: 

Thou, whose words can never fail, love can never vary,— 

Lord, amidst my lost condition, give—for Thou canst give— 
contrition. 

Thou canst pardon all mine ill,—if Thou wilt; oh, say “I 
will” ! 

Woe, that I have turned aside after fleshly pleasure! - 

Woe, that I have never tried for the Heavenly treasure! 

Treasure, safe in homes supernal,—incorruptible, eternal! 

Treasure, no less price hath won, than the passion of Thy 


Son! 
Theoclitus, 9th Century 
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OF OUR LORD’S PASSION: TO HIS FACE 


Bleeding brow, with thorns surrounded, 
Pallid, anguished, sorely wounded, 
Face so marred to mortal vision, 
King so mocked in mad derision, 
Thee I hail with ceaseless love! 
Countenance all changed, yet dearest, 
Sweet thou art and to me nearest; 
Though death’s hue is o’er Thee stealing, 
Round Thee trembling hosts are kneeling, 
From the courts of heaven above. 


All Thy beauty is departed, 

Gone the vigor life imparted, 

Worn Thy frame, by death o’ertaken, 
Comeliness hath Thee forsaken, 

Still, on Thee with love I gaze. 
Since Thy death is mine exemption, 
Since Thy woe is my redemption, 
Sinner though I be, I pray Thee, 
Come, nor let my guilt delay Thee, 

Shine with love’s returning rays. 


Hear me, though Thou still dost languish, 
Gentle Shepherd, in Thine anguish; 
From whose lips in fullest measure 
I have gathered sweetest treasure, 
Far surpassiug the world’s best. 
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Cast me not away rejected 
Sinful, sorrowful, dejected; 
Now Thy head to death declining, 
In my willing arms reclining 

On my heart find peaceful rest, 


In Thine hour of holy sadness 

Could I share with Thee, what gladness 

Should Thy cross to me be showing. 

Gladness past all thought of knowing, 
Bowed beneath Thy cross to die! 

Blessed Jesus, thanks I render 

That in bitter death, so tender, 

Thou dost hear Thy suppliant calling; 

Save me, Lord, and keep from falling 
From Thee, when mine hour is nigh. 


Bernard of Clairvaux, 1090-1153 
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A HYMN OF THE LORD’S PASSION 


Now let our joyful chorus sing 
Let heaven with alleluias ring, 
To Christ, our Captain, who by woe 
Hath saved us from our every foe. 


The anguish of Thy dying pains, 

The lifeblood pouring from Thy veins, 
O may they drive these hearts of ours 
To seek, O Christ, Thy saving powers. 


By those blest scars which still disclose 
Thine insults, scourgings, cruel blows, 
Are gained for us, of worth unpriced, 
The everlasting gifts of Christ. 


The blood that from Thy wounds did flow, 
O may it touch our hearts with woe, 
Till we thereby be all made clean, 


Creator blest of stars serene. 


O Saviour, fill us from above, 

With treasures of Thy dying love, 
Of love whereby Thou still wilt pour 
On us rich joys forevermore! 


Bonaventura, 1221-1274 
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HYMN OF THE CROSS 


Hail, thou Head! so bruised and wounded, 

With the crown of thorns surrounded, 

Smitten with the mocking reed, 

Wounds which may not cease to bleed, 
Trickling faint and slow. 

Hail! from whose most blessed brow 

None can wipe the blood-drops now; 

All the flower of life has fled, 

Mortal paleness there instead ; 

Thou, before whose presence dread 
Angeis trembling bow! 


Let me true Communion know 

With Thee, in Thy sacred woe,— 

Counting all beside but dross, 

Dying with Thee on Thy cross: 
’Neath it will I die! 

Thanks to Thee with every breath 

Jesus, for Thy bitter death; 

Grant Thy guilty one this prayer,— 

When my dying hour is near 
Gracious God be nigh! 


Bernard of Clairvaur 
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DE SANCTA CRUCE 


Recordare sanctae crucis, 
Qui perfectam viam ducis 
Delectare iugiter. 
Sanctae crucis recordare, 
Et in ipsa meditare 
Insatiabiliter 


Quum quiescas aut laboras, 
Quando rides, quando ploras, 
Doles sive gaudeas; 
Quando vadis, quando venis, 
In solatiis, in poenis 
Crucem corde teneas. 


Crux in omnibus pressuris, 
Et in gravibus et duris 

Est totum remedium. 
Crux in poenis et tormentis 
Est dulcedo piae mentis, 

Et verum refugium. 


Crux est porta paradisi, 

In qua sancti sunt confisi, 
Qui vicerunt omnia. 

Crux est mundi medicina, 

Per quam bonitas divina 
Facit mirabilia. 
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Crux est salus animarum, 


Verum lumen et praeclarum, 


Et dulcedo cordium. 
Crux est vita beatorum, 
Et thesaurus perfectorum 

Et decor et gaudium. 


Crux est speculum virtutis, 
Gloriosae dux salutis, 
Cuncta spes fidelium. 


Crux est decus salvandorum, 


Et solatium eorum 
Atque desiderium. 


Crux est arbor decorata, 
Christi sanguine sacrata, 
Cunctis plena fructibus, 
Quibus animae eruuntur, 
Cum supernis nutriuntur 
Cibis in coelestibus. 


Crucifixe! fac me fortum, 
Ut libenter tuam mortem 
Plangam, donec vixero. 
Tecum volo vulnerari 
Te libenter amplexari 
In cruce desidero. 
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THE HOLY CROSS 


Thou who art so prone to measure 
Perfect life by ceaseless pleasure, 
Think upon the Holy Cross. 
Be the cross thy contemplation 

Through unwearied meditation, 
Counting all things else as loss. 


Whether resting or achieving, 

Whilst thou laughest, or art grieving, 
Weeping or in joy thou art; 

Faring forth, or homeward hastening, 

In thy comfort, in thy chastening, 
Keep the cross within thy heart. 


Lo, the cross, when ills oppress thee, 
Burdens crush and woes possess thee, 
Is thy one and only cure. 
In thy pain and deep affliction 
Tis thy soul’s sweet benediction 
And thy refuge safe and sure. 


Pd 


Lo, the cross is heaven’s portal, 
In which trust the saints immortal, 
Who have conquered in the fight. 
This world finds the cross its healing, 
God’s own goodness still revealing 
By its wonder-working might. 
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Of our souls it is salvation, 
Bright and true illumination, 
Heart’s delight without alloy. 
Of the blest, life without measure, 
Of the perfect, countless treasure, 
Their renown and fadeless joy. 


Here is virtue’s reproduction, 
Great salvation’s sweet instruction, 
Faithful spirits’ hope entire, 
Of the workers of salvation 
Ornament and consolation, 
And their ardent soul’s desire. 


Tis the tree of Christ, made glorious 
By his bloodshed meritorious, 

Filled with fruits on every hand, 
Whereby souls are brought to Heaven 
Fed by dainties freely given 

To the hosts of that blest band. 


Crucified! Thy servant strengthen, 
That I may while life’s days lengthen, 
Evermore Thy death deplore. 
With Thee would I fain be wounded, 
By Thine arms to be surrounded 
On Thy cross, I ask no more. 


Bonaventura 
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FIFTY-EIGHTH PARAPHRASE 


Where high the heav’nly temple stands, 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, 
The guardian of mankind appears. 

He who for men their surety stood, 

And pour’d on earth his precious blood, 
Pursues in heav’n his mighty plan, 

The Saviour and the friend of man. 


Though now ascended up on high, 
He bends on earth a brother’s eye; 
Partaker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 
Our fellow-suff’rer yet retains 

A fellow-feeling of our pains; 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, his agonies, and cries. 


In ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 

The Man of Sorrows had a part: 

He sympathizes with our grief, 

And to the suff’rer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne, 
Let us make all our sorrows known: 

And ask the aids of heav’nly pow’r 

To help us in the evil hour. 


From—‘The Psalms of David In Metre According to The Ver- 
sion approved by The Church of Scotland.” 
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STABAT MATER 


Stabat mater dolorosa 
Iuxta crucem lacrymosa, 
Dum, pendebat filius, 
Cuius animam gementem, 
Contristantem et dolentem 
Pertransivit gladius. 


O quam tristis et afflicta 

Fuit illa benedicta 
Mater unigeniti, 

Quae moerbat et dolebat 

Et tremebat, dum videbat, 
Nati poenas inclyti. 


Quis est homo, qui non fleret, 
Matrem christi si videret, 
In tanto supplicio? 
Quis non posset contristari, 
Piam matrem contemplari 
Dolentem cum filio! 


Pro peccatis suae gentis 
Vidit Iesum in tormentis 
Kt flagellis subditum ; 
Vidit suum dulcem natum 
Morientem, desolatum, 

Dum emisit spiritum. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Eia mater, fons amoris! 
Me sentire vim doloris 
Fac, ut tecum lugeam ; 
Fac, ut ardeat cor meum 
In amando Christum Deum, 
Ut sibi complaceam. 


Sancta mater, istud agas, 
Crucifixi fige plagas 
Cordi meo valide; 
Tui nati vulnerati, 
Tam dignati pro me pati, 
Poenas mecum divide. 


Fac me vere tecum flere, 
Crucifixo condolere, 

Donec ego vixero; 
Iuxta crucem tecum stare, 
Te libenter sociare 

In planctu desidero. 


Virgo virginum praeclara, 
Mihi iam non sis amara, 
Fac me tecum plangere: 
Fac, ut portem Christi mortem, 
Passionis fac consortem 
Et plagas recolere. 


Fac me plagas vulnerari 
Cruce hac inebriari, 

Et cruore filii; 
Inflammatus et accensus, 
Per te, virgo, sim defensus 

In die indicil. 
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Fac me cruce custodiri, 
Morte Christi praemuniri, 
Confoveri gratia. 
Quando corpus, morietur, 
Fac, ut animae donetur 
Paradisi gloria. 


Jacobus de Benedictis 
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STABAT MATER 


Near the cross in anguish fearful 
Stood the virgin mother, tearful, 
While her Son was hung to die; 
Through her soul, with sorrow groaning, 
Deeply grieving, sadly moaning, 
Pierced the sword remorselessly. 


O how stricken and oppresséd, 
Was that mother, ever blesséd, 
Of the soul-begotten One. 
Sadly wailing, comfort failing, 
Spirit quailing, sight unveiling 
Torments of her glorious son. 


Who his tears would be withholding, 
Christ’s own mother thus beholding, 
In the depths of so great woe? 
Who, that mother blest perceiving, 
For her Son so sorely grieving, 

Could forbid his tears to flow! 


For His people’s own transgression, 
Saw she Jesus in oppression, 
And with scourges put to death; 
Saw her First-born, sweetly cherished, 
While forsaken there, He perished, 
Yielding up his latest breath. 
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Mother, fount of love’s pure treasure! 
Make me know of grief the measure, 
That with thee I sorrow now; 
Let my heart with love be burning, 
And to Christ, my God, be turning, 
That I please Him, e’en as thou. 


Holy Mother, grant this blessing: 

On my heart the stripes impressing 
Of Thy Son, the Crucified ; 

And His pangs, O let me share them, 

Since He deigned for me to bear them, 

Since it was for me He died. 


Let me, with thee truly weeping, 

Sorrow’s life-long watch be keeping 
By the Crucified with thee; 

Near the cross with thee remaining, 

With thee still in grief complaining, 
May this all my portion be. 


Virgin, virgins all excelling, 
Be not now to me repelling— 

Grant that I with thee may weep; 
Make me of Christ’s death the bearer, 
Of His passion make me sharer, 

And His stripes O let me keep. 


Let me of His stripes partaking, 
By this cross my thirst be slaking, 
And with life-blood of thy Son; 
Thus inflamed, aroused, defended, 
By thee, Virgin, till, life ended, 
Day of Judgment is begun. 
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Let me by the cross directed, 
By the death of Christ protected, 
Find thy cherishing grace suffice. 
When this body shall be sleeping, 
Grant my soul thy Holy keeping 
In the rest of Paradise. 
Jacobus de Benedictis 
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“TENEO ET TENEOR” 


“T hold and I am held!’ What hold I to; 
And what holds me? I hold thy cross, thou Word 
Of the Eternal! Where the envious Jew 
Pierced Thee, my fingers press nor can be stirred, 
Though hell oppose! By Thee my soul is held! 
By all Gethsemane’s agony and grief 
United, joined, and naught can break the weld 
But my own want of faith—my unbelief! 


O God of Calvary! O Lord divine! 

Hold me and I am held! I cannot slide 

When pressing closely to thy bleeding side, 
Though men and devils ’gainst my soul combine! 

Nor shall I wander far, if in the vail 
Of Jesus’ flesh, my anchor has been cast; 

But I shall hear the welcome plaudit—‘Hail 
Beloved, enter into rest!” at last. 


Anonymous 
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CALVARY 


Mount of horrors! Calvary! 
Where, on the accursed tree, 
Christ his life a ransom gave, 
Man’s rebellious race to save. 
Mount of horrors! thee I sing, 
Wafted on contrition’s wing 
To thy summit, thence to view 
What our guilt had rendered due. 

Yonder rugged, flinty way, 

First my mournful soul, survey. 

Lo, where the delirious throng 
Urge the man of woes along, 
Overburdened, bruised, and faint,— 
Who the cruel scene may paint! 
See him sink, as up the steep 

He strains—Weep, Salem’s daughters, weep! 
Not alone for him you see 

On his road to Calvary, 
Weep—but for yourselves; for you 
And your babes the deed shall rue! 

Onward still, thou Man Divine, 
Lies that thorny track of thine; 
More indignity and pain, 

Ere the destined spot thou gain, 
Doomed to suffer—Why that. pause? 
How the scene my spirit awes! 

Is the final crime begun? 

Is that bruised, that mangled one 
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To the cross supinely bound? 

See, his hands and feet they wound! 
Was it thus Messiah died? 

Hide the spectacle, Oh hide! 

Ah! ’tis done!—upon the rood, 
Crimson’d with his sacred blood, 
There he hangs the thieves between, 
He of meek, majestic mien, 

He, his Father’s image pure, 
Sin’s demerit to endure! 


Mount of triumph! Calvary! 
What effulgence beams from thee? 
How my night is turned to day— 
How my fears are chased away,— 
How my fainting heart grows bold, 
When thy glories I behold! 

Yes, redemption is complete! 
Trampled ’neath Messiah’s feet, 
Sin and death for ever lie ;— 

He hath won the victory. 


From Thirteenth Century Latin by Rev. T. Greenwood 
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CHRIST’S GIFT TO MAN 


Christ maketh to man a fair present, 

His bloody body with love brent; 

That blissful body his life hath lent, 

For love of man that sin hath blent. 
O Love, Love what hast thou meant? 
Me thinketh that love to wrath is went. 


Thy mild bones love hath to-draw ; 
The nails thy feet have all to-gnaw; 
The lord of love Love hath now slaw, 
When Love is strong it hath no law. 


That heart cleft for truth of love, 
Therefore in him alone is true love; 
For love of thee that heart is gove, 
Keep thou that heart and thou art above. 


Love hath showed his great might, 
For Love hath made of day the night: 
Love hath slaw the king of right, 
And Love hath ended the strong fight. 


Love, love where shalt thou won? 
The woning-stead is thee be-nome, 
For Christ’s heart that was thine home; 
He is dead, now thou hast none. 
Love, love why dost thou so? 
Love, thou breakest mine heart a-two. 


Anonymous (Fourteenth Century ) 
67 


LIKE A LAMB OFFERED IN SACRIFICE 


Behold My love, and give Me thine again, 
Behold I died thy ransom for to pay; 
See how My heart is open broad and plain, 
Thy ghostly enemies only to affray ; 
An harder battle no man might essay, 
Of all triumphs the greatest high emprise; 
Wherefore, O man, no longer thee dismay, 
I gave My blood for thee in sacrifice. 


Turn home again; thy sin do thou forsake, 
Behold and see if aught be left behind, 
How I to mercy am ready thee to take, 
Give Me thy heart, and be no more unkind; - 
My love and thine, together do them bind, 
And let them never parte in no wise. 
When thou wert lost, thy soul again to find 
My blood I offered for thee in sacrifice. 


Tarry no longer; Toward thine heritage 

Haste on thy way, and be of right good cheer. 
Go each day onward on thy pilgrimage, 

Think how short time thou shalt abide here, 
Thy place is bigg’d above the starres clear, 

None earthly palace wrought in so stately wise. 
Come on My friend, My brother most entire, 

For thee I offered My blood in sacrifice. 


By John Lydgate, 1370-1451 
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CONSIDER WELL 


Consider well that both by night and day 
While we busily provide and care 

For our disport, our revel and our play, 
For pleasant melody and dainty fare, 

Death stealeth on full slily; unaware 

He lieth at hand and shall us all surprise, 
We wot not when nor where nor in what wise. 


When fierce temptations threat thy soul with loss 
Think on His Passion and the bitter pain, 
Think on the mortal anguish of the Cross, 
Think on Christ’s blood let out at every vein, 
Think of His precious heart all rent in twain; 
For thy redemption think all this was wrought, 
Nor be that lost which he so dearly bought. 


Blessed Thomas More, 1478—Martyred 1535 
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“CRUCIFY HIM!” 


Frail multitude? whose giddy law is list, 
And best applause is windy flattering; 
Most like the breath of which it doth consist, 
No sooner blown but as soon vanishing, 
As much desired as little profiting; 
That makes the men that have it oft as light 
As those that give it; which the proud invite, 
And fear: the bad man’s friend, the good man’s hypocrite. 


It was but now their sounding clamours sung, 
“Blessed is he that comes from the Most High!” 
And all the mountains with “Hosanna!” rung; 
And now, “‘Away with him—away!” they cry, 
And nothing can be heard but “Crucify !” 
It was but now, the crown itself they save, 
And golden name of King unto him gave; 
And now, no king, but only Caesar, they will have: 


It was but now they gathered blooming may, 
And of his arms disrobed the branching tree, 
To strow with boughs and blossoms all thy way; 
And now, the branchless trunk a cross for thee, 
And may, dis-mayed, thy coronet must be; 
It was but now they were so kind to throw 
Their own best garments where thy feet should go, 
And now, thyself they strip, and bleeding wounds they show. 


Giles Fletcher, 1549-1611 
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IN GETHSEMANE 


Sweet Eden was the arbor of delight, 
Yet in its honey flowers our poison blew: 
Sad Gethsemane, the bower of baleful night, 
Where Christ a health of poison for us drew, 
Yet all our honey in that poison grew: 
So we, from sweetest flower, could suck our bane, 
And Christ, from bitter venom, could again 
Extract life out of death, and pleasure out of pain. 


Giles Fletcher 


A PRAYER FOR PURIFICATION 


Perchance that I might learn what pity is, 
That I might laugh at erring men no more, 
Secure in my own strength as heretofore, 
My soul hath fallen from her state of bliss: 

Nor know I under any flag but this 
How fighting I may ’scape those perils sore, 
Or how survive the rout and horrid roar 
Of adverse hosts, if I Thy succour miss. 

O flesh! O blood! O cross! O pain extreme! 
By you may those foul sins be purified, 
Wherein my fathers were, and I was born! 

Lo, Thou alone art good! let Thy supreme 
Pity my state of evil cleanse and hide— 

So near to death, so far from God, forlorn. 


Michael Angelo Buonarroti, 1568-1646. Translated by John Ad- 
dington Symonds, 1807-1871 
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To GtorGio VasaRI 


ON THE BRINK OF DEATH 


Now hath my life across a stormy sea 
Like a frail bark reached that wide port where all 
Are bidden, ere the final reckoning fall 
Of good and evil for eternity. 

Now know I well how that fond phantasy 
Which made my soul the worshipper and thrall 
Of earthly art, is vain; how criminal 
Is that which all men seek unwillingly. 

Those amorous thoughts which were so lightly dressed, 
What are they when the double death is nigh? 
The one I know for sure, the other dread. 

Painting nor sculpture now can lull to rest 
My soul that turns to His great love on high, 
Whose arms to clasp us on the cross were spread. 


Michael Angelo Buonarroti, 1568-1646. Translated by John Ad- 
dington Symonds, 1807-1871 
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AT THE FOOT OF THE CROSS 


Freed from a burden sore and grievous band, 
Dear Lord, and from this wearying world untied, 
Like a frail bark I turn me to Thy side, 

As from a fierce storm to a tranquil land. 
Thy thorns, Thy nails, and either bleeding hand, 
With Thy mild, gentle, piteous face, provide 

Promise of help and mercies multiplied, 
And hope that yet my soul secure may stand. 

Let not Thy holy eyes be just to see 
My evil past, Thy chastened ears to hear 
And stretch the arm of judgment to my crime: 

Let Thy blood only lave and succour me, 
Yielding more perfect pardon, better cheer, 

As older still I grow with lengthening time. 


Michael Angelo Buonarroti, 1568-1646. Translated by John Ad- 
dington Symonds, 1807-1871 


74 


THE BLOOD OF CHRIST 


Mid weariness and woe I find some cheer 
In thinking of the past, when I recall 
My weakness and my sins, and reckon all 
The vain expense of days that disappear: 
This cheers by making, ere I die, more clear 
The frailty of what men delight miscall; 
But saddens me to think how rarely fall 
God’s grace and mercies in life’s latest year. 
For though Thy promises our faith compel, 
Yet, Lord, what man shall venture to maintain 
That pity will condone our long neglect? 
Still from Thy blood poured forth we know full well 
How without measure was Thy martyr’s pain, 
How measureless the gifts we dare expect. 


Michael Angelo Buonarroti, 1568-1646. Translated by John Ad- 
dington Symonds, 1807-1871 


15 


THE DEATH OF CHRIST 


Not less elate than smitten with wild woe 
To see not them but Thee by death undone, 
Were those blest souls, when Thou above the sun 
Didst raise, by dying, men that lay so low: 
Elate, since freedom from all ills that flow 
From their first fault for Adam’s race was won; 
Sore smitten, since in torment fierce God’s son 
Served servants on the cruel cross below. 
Heaven showed she knew Thee, who Thou wert and 
whence, 
Veiling her eyes above the riven earth; 
The mountains trembled and the seas were 
troubled. 
He took the Fathers from hell’s darkness dense: 
The torments of the damned fiends redoubled: 
Man only joyed, who gained baptismal birth. 


Michael Angelo Buonarroti. Translated by John Addington 
Symonds. 
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MARTYRDOM OF FATHER CAMPION 


England, look up! Thy soil is stained with blood, 
Thou hadst made martyrs many of thine own, 

If thou hadst Grace, their deaths would do thee good. 
The seed will take, which in such blood is sown, 

And Campion’s learning fertile so before, 

Thus watered, too, must needs of force be more. 


All Europe wonders at so rare a man, 

England is filled with rumour of his end. 

London must needs, for it was present then 

When constantly three saints their lives did spend, 
The streets, the stones, the steps, they hale them by, 
Proclaim the cause, for which these martyrs die. 


The Tower says, the truth he did defend, 

The Bar bears witness of his guiltless mind, 
Tyburn doth tell, he made a patient end. 

In every gate his martyrdom we find. 

In vain you wrought, that would obscure his name, 
For heaven and earth will still record the same. 


His quartered limbs shall join with joy again, 
And rise a body brighter than the sun, 

Your bloody malice tormented him in vain, 
For every wrench some glory hath him won. 
And every drop of blood, which he did spend, 
Hath reaped a joy, which never shall have end. 


Henry Walpole, Jesuit (Martyred 1595 ) 
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THE CROWN OF THORNS 


The Kings of old were Kings of pride, 
And Earth and Sea combined for them 
To grace the regal diadem; 

Ocean its choisest pearl supplied, 

The mine its rarest gem. 

But when a costlier crown was worn 
On earth, by one of woman born, 
Than kings had worn before, 

*Twas woven of the tangled thorn; 

And meek the brow, and marr’d and torn 
The form of Him who wore. 


Where was He crown’d? In dungeon pale— 
Around Him dark brow’d warriors pressed ; 
One, mocking, brought the gorgeous vest ; 
One bade the silent sufferer “Hail! 

King of the Jews confess’d!” 

And lo! upon His bleeding brow 

They bind the torturing circlet now; 

Place in His hand the reed,— 

A mimic sceptre, “Hail! O Thou, 

To whom the tribes of Israel bow! 

A King!—A King indeed!” 


A King indeed? that nameless One, 
Whom priestly hate hath doom’d to die 
A death of lingering agony— 

Shall He ascend a Kingly throne?— 
Hear, Nature! and reply. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Answer, ye heavens, in storm and cloud! 
Answer, ye rocks! ye mountains proud, 
By earthquakes rent and torn! 

Answer, ye graves—your earthly shroud | 
Rent by His death—cry long and loud! 
By whom that crown is worn. 


Is He a King—A King indeed! 

And does that wreath of thorns outshine 
The treasures of the deep—and mine? 
That sceptre of the bending reed, 
Speaks it a sway Divine? 

And can it be that one who sate 

On earth forlorn and desolate 

Beneath a tyrant’s frown, 

Shall rise to more than Kingly state, 
And wield at will the powers of fate, 
And tread the oppressor down? 


Yes, He shall live as He hath died; 
And storm and thunder, earth and sea, 
Friends, angels, men, the bond, the free, 
Shall bend before the crucified !— 

The Kings of earth shall be 

His ministers—all knees shall bow 

To Him; His praise all tongues avow ;— 
That first which scoffs and scorns ;— 
When beams upon th’ Avenger’s brow 
A crown of Glory, what is now 

A Saviour’s Crown of Thorns! 


Thomas Dale, 1619 
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HYMN, WRITTEN AT THE HOLY SEPULCHRE, IN 
JERUSALEM 


Saviour of mankind, Man, Emmanuel! 

Who sinless died for sin: who vanquish’d hell; 
The first-fruits of the grave; whose life did give 
Light to our darkness; in whose death we live :— 
Oh! strengthen thou my faith, convert my will, 
That mine may thine obey; protect me still, 

So that the latter death may not devour 

My soul, seal’d with thy seal.—So, in the hour 
When thou (whose body sanctified this tomb, 
Unjustly judged), a glorious judge shall come 
To judge the world with justice; by that sign 

I may be known, and entertain’d for thine. 


George Sandys, 1577-1644 
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MORS CHRISTI 


And am I here, and my Redeemer gone? 

Can he be dead, and is my life not done? 

Was he tormented in excesse of measure, 

And doe I live yet? and yet live in pleasure? 
Alas! could sinners find out ne’r a one 

More fit than thee for them to spit upon? 

Did thy cheekes entertain a traytor’s lips? 

Was thy deare body scourg’d and torne with whips, 
So that the guiltlesse blood came trickling after? 
And did thy fainting brows sweat blood and water? 
Wert thou (Lord) hang’d upon the cursed tree? 
O world of griefe! and was all this for me? 

Burst forth, my teares, into a world of sorrow 
And let my nights of griefe find ne’r a morrow. 
Since thou art dead (Lord) grant thy servant roome 
Within his heart to build thy heart a tombe. 


Francis Quarles, 1592-1644 
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THE CRUELTY OF MAN 


And dars’t thou venture still to live in sin, 

And crucify thy dying Lord again? 

Were not his pangs sufficient? Must he bleed 
Yet more? O, must our sinful pleasures feed 
Upon his torments, and augment the story 

Of the sad passion of the Lord of glory! 

Is there no pity? Is there no remorse 

In human breasts? Is there a firm divorce 
Betwixt all mercy and the hearts of men? 
Parted for ever,—ne’er to meet again? 

No mercy bides with us: ’tis thou alone, 

Hast it, sweet Jesu, for us, that have none 
For thee: thou hast forestall’d our markets so, 
That all’s above, and we have none below: 
-Nay, blessed Lord, we have not wherewithal 
To serve our shiftless selves: unless we call 
To thee, thou art our Saviour, and hast power 
To give, and whom we crucify each hour: 

We are cruel, Lord, to thee, and ourselves too; 
Jesu forgive us; we know not what we do. 


Francis Quarles 
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THE CROSS 


Since Christ embraced the Cross itself, dare I 
His image, the image of his Cross deny? 
Would I have profit by the sacrifice, 

And dare the chosen altar to despise? , 

It bore all other sins, but is it fit 

That it should bear the sin of scorning it? 
Who from the picture would avert his eye, 
How would he fly his pains, who there did die? 
From me no pulpit, nor misgrounded law, 
Nor scandal taken, shall this Cross withdraw: 
It shall not, for it cannot; for the loss 

Of this Cross were to me another Cross: 
Better were worse, for no affliction, 

No Cross is so extreme, as to have none. 


John Donne, 1573-1631 
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GOOD FRIDAY, 1613. RIDING WESTWARD 


Let man’s Soule be a Spheare, and then, in this, 
The intelligence that moves, devotion is, 
And as the other Spheares, by being growne 
Subject to forraigne motions, lose their owne, 
And being by others hurried every day, 
Scarce in a yeare their naturall forme obey: 
Pleasure or business, so, our Soules admit 
For their first mover, and are whirld by it. 
Hence is’t, that I am carryed towards the West 
This day, when my Soules forme bends toward the East. 
There I should see a Sunne, by rising set, 
And by that setting endlesse day beget; 
But that Christ on this Crosse, did rise and fall, 
Sinne had eternally benighted all. 
Yet dare T’almost be glad, I do not see 
That spectacle of too much weight for mee. 
Who sees Gods face, that is selfe life, must dye; 
What a death were it then to see God dye? 
It made his owne Lieutenant Nature shrinke, 
It made his footstoole crack, and the Sunne winke. 
Could I behold those hands which span the Poles, 
And turne all spheares at once, pierc’d with those holes? 
Could I behold that endlesse height which is 
Zenith to us, and our Antipodes, 
Humbled below us? or that blood which is 
The seat of all our Soules, if not of his, 
Made durt of dust, or that flesh which was worne 
By God, for his apparell, rag’d, and torne? 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


If on these things I durst not looke, durst I 

Upon his miserable mother cast mine eye, 

Who was Gods partner here, and furnish’d thus 
Halfe of that Sacrifice, which ransom’d us? 
Though these things, as I ride, be from mine eye, 
They’are present yet unto my memory, 

For that looks toward them; and thou look’st towards mee, 
O Saviour, as thou hang’st upon the tree; 

I turne my backe to thee, but to receive 
Corrections, till thy mercies bid thee leave. 

O thinke mee worth thine anger, punish mee, 

Burne off my rusts, and my deformity, 

Restore thine Image, so much, by thy grace, 
That thou may’st know mee, and I'll turne my face. 


John Donne 
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From “THE CROSSE” 


Who can blot out the Crosse, which th’ instrument 
Of God, dew’d on mee in the Sacrament? 

Who can deny mee power, and liberty 

To stretch mine armes, and mine owne Crosse to be? 
Swimme, and at every stroke, thou art thy Crosse; 
The Mast and yard make one, where seas do tosse; 
Looke downe, thou spiest out Crosses in small things; 
Looke up, thou seest birds rais’d on crossed wings; 
All the Globes frame, and spheres, is nothing else 
But the Meridians crossing Parallels. 

Material Crosses then, good physicke bee, 

But yet spirituall have chiefe dignity. 

These for extracted chimique medicine serve, 

And cure much better, and as well preserve; 
Then are you your own physicke, or need none, 
When Still’d, or purg’d by tribulation. 

For when that Crosse ungrudg’d, unto you stickes, 
Then you are to your selfe, a Crucifixe. 

As perchance, Carvers do not faces makes, 

But that away, which hid them there, do take; 

Let Crosses, soe, take what hid Christ in thee, 

And be his image, or not his, but hee. 


John Donne 
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THE SACRAMENT 


He was the Word that spake it, 

He tooke the bread and brake it; 
And what that Word dide make it, 
I doe beleeve and take it. 


John Donne 
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MAN OF SORROWS 


Man of sorrows, wrapt in grief, 
Bow Thine ear to our relief; 
Thou for us the path hast trod 
Of the dreadful wrath of God; 
Thou the cup of fire hast drained 
Till its light alone remained. 
Lamb of Love! we look to Thee: 
Hear our mournful litany. 


By the garden, fraught with woe, 
Whither Thou full oft wouldst go: 
By Thine agony of prayer 

In the desolation there: 

By the dire and deep distress 

Of that myst’ry fathomless: 
Lord, our tears in mercy see: 
Hearken to our litany. 


By the chalice brimming o’er 

With disgrace and torment sore; 
By those lips which fain would pray 
That it might but pass away; 

By the heart which drank it dry, 
Lest a rebel race should die— 

By Thy pity, Lord, our plea! 

Hear our solemn litany. 


Man of Sorrows! let Thy grief 


Purchase for us our relief; 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Lord of Mercy! bow Thine ear, 
Slow to anger, swift to hear; 


By the Cross’s royal road 
Lead us to the throne of God, 


There for aye to sing to Thee 
Heaven’s triumphant litany. 


From a Slovak Hymnal. Arranged by Nicola Montani 
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FOR THE PASSION 


If that the world doth in amaze remain, 

To hear in what a sad deploring mood, 

The pelican pours from her breast her blood, 

To bring to life her younglings back again; 

How should we wonder at that sovereign good, 
Who from the serpent’s sting that had us slain, 
To save our lives, shed his life’s purple blood 
And turned to endless joy our endless pain! 
Ungrateful soul, that charm’d with false delight, 
Hast long, long wander’d in sin’s flow’ry path 

And didst not think at all, or thought not right 

On this thy Pelican’s great love and death. 

Here pause, and let (though earth it scorn) heaven see 
Thee pour forth tears to him pour’d blood for thee. 


William Drummond, 1585-1649 
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CHRIST’S WORDS, GOING TO THE CROSS 


Have, have ye no regard, all ye 
Who pass this way, to pity me, 
Who am a man of misery? 


A man both bruised, and broke, and one 
Who suffers not here for mine own, 
But for my friends’ transgression! 


Ah! Sion’s daughters, do not fear 
The cross, the cords, the nails, the spear, 
The myrrh, the gall, the vinegar: 


For Christ, your loving Saviour, hath 
Drunk up the wine of God’s fierce wrath; 
Only, there’s left a little froth, 


Less for to taste, than for to show 
What bitter cups had been your due, 
Had he not drank them up for you. 


Robert Herrick, 1591-1674 
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AFFLICTION 


My heart did heave, and there came forth, “O God!” 
By that I knew that thou wast in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relief, 
Making a sceptre of the rod: 
Hadst thou not had thy part, 
Surely the unruly sigh had broke my heart. 


But since thy breath gave me both life and shape, 
Thou knows’t my tallies; and when there’s assign’d 
So much breath to a sigh, what’s then behind? 
Or if some years with it escape, 
The sigh then only is 
A gale to bring me sooner to my bliss. 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art still 
Constant unto it, making it to be 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members suffer ill. 
They who lament one cross, 
Thou dying daily, praise thee to thy loss. 


George Herbert, 1593-1633 
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GOOD FRIDAY 


O My chief good, 
How shall I measure out thy blood? 
How shall I count what thee befel, 
And each grief tell? 


Shall I thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, since one star show’d thy first breath, 
Shall all thy death? | 
Or shall each leaf, 

Which falls in autumn, score a grief? 

Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be sign 
Of the true vine? 


Then let each hour 
Of my whole life one grief devour; 
That thy distress through all may run, 
And be my sun! 


Or rather let 
My sev’ral sins their sorrows get; 
That as each beast his cure doth know, 
Each sin may so. 


George Herbert 
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“AND THEY CRUCIFIED HIM” 


Lo, here I hang, charged with a world of sin, 

The greater world o’ the two; for that came in 

By words, but this by sorrow I must win: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Shame tears my soul, my body many a wound; 
Sharp nails pierce this, but sharper that confound,— 
Reproaches, which are free, while I am bound: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


Betwixt two thieves I spend my utmost breath, 
As he that for some robbery suffereth ; 
Alas! what have I stolen from you? death: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


A king my title is, prefixed on high, 
Yet by my subjects am condemned to die 
A servile death in servile company: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


They part my garments, and by lot dispose 
My coat, the type of love, which once cured those 
Who sought for help, never malicious foes: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


“Now heal thyself, Physician; now eome down.” 

Alas! I did so, when I left my crown 

And Father’s smile, for you, to feel his frown: 
Was ever grief like mine? 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


But, O my God, my God! why leav’st thou me, 
The Son, in whom thou dost delight to be? 
My God, my God 


Never was grief like mine. 


George Herbert (Selected stanzas) 
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THE AGONIE 


Philosophers have measured mountains, 
Fathom’d the depths of seas, of states, and kings, 
Walk’d with a staffe to heav’n, and traced fountains: 

But there are two vast, spacious things, 

The which to measure it doth more behove: 
Yet few there are that sound them: Sinne and Love. 

Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto Mount Olivet; there shall he see 
A man so wrung with pains, that all his hair, 

His skinne, his garments, bloudie be. 

Sinne is that presse and vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruell food through ev’ry vein. 


Who knows not Love, let him assay, 
And taste that juice, which on the cross a pike 
Did set again abroach: then let him say 

If ever he did taste the like. 
Love is that liquor sweet and most divine, 


Which my God feels as bloud, but I as wine. 
George Herbert 


96 


“BUT JESUS HE SCOURGED, AND DELIVERED TO 
BE CRUCIFIED” 


Ah, how they scourge me! yet my tenderness 

Doubles each lash: and yet their bitterness 

Winds up my grief to a mysteriousness: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


And now I am delivered unto death; 
Which each one calls for so with utmost breath, 
That he before me well-nigh suffereth: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


The soldiers lead me to the common hall: 

There they deride me, they abuse me all; 

Yet for twelve heavenly legions I could call: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Then with a scarlet robe they me array, 

Which shows my blood to be the only way 

And cordial left to repair man’s decay: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear; 

For these are all the grapes Sion doth bear, 

Though I my vine planted and watered there: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Then with the reed they gave to me before 
They strike my head, the rock from whence all store 
Of heavenly blessings issue evermore: 

Was ever grief like mine? 
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REDEMPTION 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, “Hail, King!” 


Whatever scoffs or scornfulness can bring, 
I am the floor, the sink, where they it fling: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


The soldiers also spit upon that face 

Which angels did desire to have the grace, 

And prophets, once to see, but found no place: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout, 

Who “Crucify him!’ cry with one strong shout. 

God holds his peace at man, and man cries out: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


They lead me in once more, and putting then 

Mine own clothes on, they lead me out again. 

Whom devils fly, thus is he tossed of men: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


O, all ye who pass by, behold and see: 
Man stole the fruit, but I must climb the tree— 
The tree of life to all but only me: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


George Herbert (Selected stanzas) 
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HOLY CROSS 


Steadfast Cross, among all other 

Thou art a tree mickle of price, 

In branch and flower such another 

I ne wot none in wood nor rys. 

Sweet be the nails 

And sweet be the tree, 

And sweeter be the burden that hangs upon thee. 


(Merton College MS.) 
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CHRIST’S VICTORY 


Christ when He died 

Deceived the cross, 

And on death’s side 

Threw all the losse: 

The captive world awak’t and found 
The prisoners loose, the jailor bound. 


O deare and sweet dispute 

*T'wixt death’s and love’s far different fruite, 
Different as far 

As antidote and poisons are: 

By the first fatal Tree 

Both life and libertie 

Were sold and slaine, 

By this they both look up, and live againe. 


O strange and mysterious strife, 

Of open death and hidden life: 

When on the crosse my King did bleed, 
Life seemed to die, Death died indeed. 


Richard Crashaw, 1616-1649 
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THE RECOMMENDATION 


These Houres, and that which hovers o’er my End, 
Into Thy hands, and hart, lord, I commend. 


Take both to Thine Account, that I and mine 
In that Hour, and in these, may be all thine. 


That as I dedicate my devoutest Breath 
To make a kind of Life for my Lord’s Death, 


So from his living, and life-giving Death, 
My dying Life may draw a new, and never fleeting Breath. 


Richard Crashaw 
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ON OUR CRUCIFIED LORD 


Th’ have left thee naked, Lord: O that they had! 
This garment, too, I would they had denied. 

Thee with thyself they have too richly clad, 
Opening the purple wardrobe of thy side. 

O never could there garment be too good 

For Thee to wear, but this of thine own blood. 


Richard Crashaw 
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ON GOOD FRIDAY 


He’s dead! Insult, infernal powers, the dread 
Messias, Jesus, whom ye fear’d, is dead! 

But stay! rejoice not neither—it is from 

His death th’t your great empire’s fall doth come. 
*T was a strange combat this; wherein to slay 
The foe you fought with, was to lose the day: 
Yet thus it was: the field had been your own, 
Had you not your great champion overthrown; 
But thru his sides yourselves accurs’d slew, 


And He being ruined by you ruined you. 
Nathaniel Eaton, 


-1660 
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UNDER THE CIRCUMCISION 


Ye flaming powers, and winged warriors bright, 
That erst with music, and triumphant song, 
First heard by happy watchful shepherds’ ear, 
So sweetly sung your joy the clouds along 
Through the soft silence of the list’ning night, 
Now mourn; and if sad share with us to bear 
Your fiery essence can distil no tear, 
Burn in your sighs, and borrow 
Seas wept from our deep sorrow; 
He who with all heav’n’s heraldry whilere 
Enter’d the world, now bleeds to give us ease; 
Alas, how soon our sin 
Sore doth begin 

His infancy to seize! 
O more exceeding love, or law more just! 
Just law indeed, but more exceeding love! 
For we, by rightful doom remediless, 
Were lost in death, till he that dwelt above, 
High thron’d in secret bliss, for us frail dust 
Emptied his glory, ev’n to nakedness ; : 
And that great cov’nant which we still transgress 
Entirely satisfied ; 
And the full wrath beside 
Of vengeful justice bore for our excess; 
And seals obedience first, with wounding smart, 
This day, but, O! ere long, 
Huge pangs and strong 

Will pierce more near his heart. 


John Milton, 1608-1674 
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CHRIST ... IN THE GARDEN, AND IN 
HIS PASSION 


What bruises do I see! 

What hideous stripes are those! 
Could any cruel be 

Enough, to give such blows? 
Look, how they bind his arms, 
And vex his soul with scorns! 
Upon his hair 

They make him wear 

A Crown of piercing thorns, 
Through hands and feet 

Sharp nails they beat: 

Many look on: 

But only John 

Stands by to sigh, Mary to shed a tear. 


Why did he quake for cold? 

Why did he glow for heat? 

Dissolve that frost he could, 

He could call back that sweat, 
Those bruises, stripes, bonds, taunts, 
Those thorns which thou didst see, 
Those nails, that cross, 

His own life’s loss— 

Why, O why suffered he? 

"Twas for thy sake :— 

Thou, thou didst make 

Him all those torments bear: 

If then His love 

Do thy soul move, 

Sigh out a groan, weep down a melting tear. 


1651 


Patrick Carey, 
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CHRIST’S PASSION 
From a Greek Ode 


Enough, my muse, of earthly things, 
And inspirations of the wind, 
Take up thy lute and to it bind 
Loud and everlasting strings: 
And on them play, and to them sing 
The happy mournful stories, 
The lamentable glories 
Of the great crucified King. 
Mountainous heap of wonders! which dost rise 
*Till earth thou joinest with the skies! 
Too large at bottom, and at top too high, 
To be half seen by mortal eye. 
How shall I grasp this boundless thing? 
What shall I play? What shall I sing? 
I'll sing the mighty riddle of mysterious love, 
Which neither wretched men below, nor blessed spirits above, 
With all their comments can explain, 
How all the whole world’s Life to die did not disdain. 


I’ll sing the searchless depths of the Compassion divine, 
The depths unfathom’d yet 
By reasons plummet, and the line of wit ;— 
Too light the plummet, and too short the line ;— 
How the Eternal Father did bestow 
His own Eternal Son as ransom for his foe. 
Y’ll sing aloud, that all the world may hear 
The triumph of the buried Conqueror. 


106 


AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


How hell was by its pris’ner captive led, 
And the great slayer, Death, slain by the Dead. 


Methinks I hear of murder’d men the voice, 
Mixed with the murderers’ confused noise, 
Sound from the top of Calvary: 
My greedy eyes fly up the hill, and see 
Who ’tis hangs there the midmost of the three; 
Oh how unlike the others he! 
Look how he bends his gentle head with blessings from 
the tree! 
His gracious hands, ne’er stretch’d but to do good, 
Are nail’d to the infamous wood: 
And sinful man does fondly bind 
The arms which he extends to embrace all human kind. 


Unhappy man, canst thou stand by, and see 
All this, as patient as he? 
Since he thy sins does bear, 
Make thou his sufferings thine own, 
And weep, and sigh, and groan, 
And beat thy breast, and tear 
Thy garments and thy hair, 
And let thy grief, and let thy love 
Through all thy bleeding bowels move. 


Dost thou not see thy Prince in purple clad all o’er, 
Not purple bro’t from the Sidonian shore, 
But made at home with richer gore? 
Dost thou not see the roses, which adorn 
The thorny garland, by him worn? 
Dost thou not see the livid traces 
Of the sharp scourge’s rude embraces? 
If yet thou feelst not the smart 
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REDEMPTION 


Of thorns and scourges in thy heart, 
If that be not yet crucified, 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his side; 
Open, oh! open wide the fountains of thine eyes, 
And let them call 
Their stock of moisture forth where’er it lies, 
For this will ask it all. 
’T would all (alas) too little be, 
Though thy salt tears came from a sea: 
Canst thou deny him this, when he 
Has open’d all his vita] springs for thee? 
Take heed, for by his side’s mysterious flood 
May well be understood 
That he will still require some waters to his blood, 


Abraham Cowley, 1618-1667 
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“BALLAD OF THE GOODLY FERE” * 


Zimon Zelotes speaketh it somewhile after the Crucifixion. 


Ha’ we lost the goodliest fere o’ all 
For the priests and the gallows tree? 
Aye lover he was of brawny men, 

Of ships and the open sea. 


When they came wi’ a host to take our Man 
His smile was good to see, 

“First let these go!” quo’ our Goodly Fere, 
“Or Pll see you damned,” says He. 


Aye He sent us out through the crossed, high spears 
And the scorn of His laugh rang free. 

“Why took ye not me when I walked about 

Alone in the town?” says He. 


Oh! we drank his “Hale” in the good red wine 
When we last made company, 

No capon priest was the Goodly Fere, 

But a Man o’ men was He. 


I ha’ seen Him drive a hundred men 
Wy’ a bundle o’ cords swung free, 
That they took the high and holy house 


For their pawn and treasury. 


They'll no’ get Him a’ in a book, I think, 
Though they write it cunningly, 

No mouse of the scrolls was the Goodly Fere, 
But aye loved the open sea. 


*“Fere” means “mate,” “compassion.” 
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REDEMPTION 


If they think they ha’ snared our Goodly Fere, 
They are fools to the last degree. 

“T’ll go to the feast,” quo’ our Goodly Fere, 
“Though I go to the gallows tree. 


**Ye ha’ seen me heal the lame and the blind, 
And wake the dead,” says He, 

“Ye shall see one thing to master all: 

°Tis how a brave man dies on a tree.”’ 


He cried no cry when they drove the nails, 
And the blood gushed hot and free; 

The hounds of the crimson sky gave tongue, 
But never a cry cried He. 


I ha’ seen Him cow a thousand men, 

On the hills of Galilee; 

They whined as He walked out calm between 
Wi’ His eyes like the grey of the sea. 


Like the sea that brooks no voyaging 
With the winds unleashed and free; 
Like the sea that He cowed at Genseret 
Wr twey words spoke’ suddenly. 


A Master of men was the Goodly Fere 

A mate of the wind and sea. 

If they think they ha’ slain our Goodly Fere 
They are fools eternally. 


I ha’ seen Him eat of the honey-comb 
_ Sin’ they nailed Him to the tree. 


Ezra Pound 
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THE INCARNATION AND PASSION 


Lord, when thou didst thyselfe undresse, 
Laying by thy robes of Glory, 

To make us more thou wouldst be lesse, 
And becam’st a wofull story. 


To put on clouds instead of light, 

And cloath the morning-starre with dust, 
Was a translation of such height 

As, but in thee, was ne’r exprest. 


Brave wormes and earth! that thus could have 
A God enclos’d within your cell, 

Your Maker pent up in a grave, 

Life lockt in death, heav’n in a shell! 


Oh, my deare Lord! what couldst thou spye 
In this impure, rebellious clay, 

That made thee thus resolve to dye 

For those that kill thee every day? 


O what strange wonders could thee move 
To slight thy precious bloud and breath? 
Sure it was love, my Lord; for love 

Is only stronger far than death! 


Henry Vaughan, 1622-1695 
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THE PASSION 
I 


O my chief good! 
My dear, dear God! 
When thy blest bloud 
Did issue forth fore’d by the rod, 
What pain didst thou 
Feel in each blow! 
How didst thou weep, 
And thyself steep 
In thy own precious teares! 
What cruell smart 
Did teare thy heart! 
How didst thou grone it 
In the spirit, 
O thou, whom my soul loves and feares! 


II 


Most blessed vine! 
Whose juice so good 
I feel as wine, 
But thy faire branches felt as bloud, 
How wert thou prest 
To be my feast! 
In what deep anguish 
Didst thou languish! 
What springs of sweat and bloud did drown thee! 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


How in one path 

Did the full wrath 

Of thy great Father 

Crowd and gather, | 
Doubling thy griefs, when none would own thee! 


Iil 


How did the weight 
Of all our sinnes, 
And death unite 
To wrench and rack thy blessed limbes! 
How pale and bloudie 
Lookt thy body! 
How bruised and broke 
With every stroke! 
How meek and patient was thy spirit! 
How didst thou cry, 
And grone on high, 
“Father, forgive, 
And let them live! 
I dye to make my foes inherit.” 


IV 


O blessed Lamb! 
That took’st my sinne, 
That took’st my shame, 
How shall thy dust thy praises sing? 
I would I were 
One hearty teare! 
One constant spring! 
Then would I bring 
Thee two smal] mites, and be at strife 
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Which would most vie, 
My heart or eye, 
Teaching my years 
In smiles and tears 
To weep, to sing, thy death, my life 
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CONVERSION 


Be vengeance wholly left to powers divine, 

And let Heaven judge betwixt your sons and mine: 

If joys hereafter must be purchased here 

With loss of all that mortals hold so dear, 

Then welcome infamy and public shame, 

And, last, a long farewell to worldly fame. 

Tis said with ease, but oh, how hardly tried 

By haughty souls to human honour tied! 

O sharp convulsive pangs of agonizing pride! 

Down then, thou rebel, never more to rise; 

And what thou didst and dost so dearly prize, 

That fame, that darling fame, make that thy sacrifice. 
Tis nothing thou hast given; then add thy tears 

For a long race of unrepenting years: 

*Tis nothing yet; yet all thou hast to give: 

Then add those may-be years thou hast to live. 

Yet nothing still: then poor and naked come, 

Thy father will receive his unthrift home, 

And thy blest Saviour’s blood discharge the mighty sum. 


John Dryden, 1631-1700 (From “The Hind and the Panther’’) 
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MARY AT THE CROSS 


This blesséd babe that thou hast born, 
His blesséd body is all to-torn, 
To buy us again that were forlorn, 
His head is crownéd with a thorn. 
Mary mother, come and see 
Thy sweet son nailéd on a tree. 


‘“Crownéd, alas, with thorn or breer, 
O why should my son thus hang here? 
To me this is a carefull cheer; 
Sweet son, think on thy mother dear.” 
Mary mother, come and see 
Thy sweet son nailéd on a tree. 


“These wicked Jews with their falsehead, 
Under their feet they gan him tread, 
They wounded him through hand and head, 
They left him not, till he was dead.” 

Mary mother, come and see 

Thy sweet son na‘léd on a tree. 


“Alas, alas, now may I cry, 

Why might I not with my son die? 

My heart is replenished with pity, 

Full filled with pain most piteously.” 
Mary mother, come and see 
Thy sweet son nailéd on a tree. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Mary mother, grieve you not ill, 
From heaven he came this to fulfil; 
Because mankind should not spill, 


He took his death with perfect good will. 


Mary mother, come and see 
Thy sweet son nailéd on a tree. 
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Anonymous 


THE PENITENT THIEF 
“Say, bold but blessed thief, 


That in a trice 

Slipped into paradise, 

And in plain day 

Stol’st heaven away, 

What trick couldst thou invent 
To compass thy intent? 

What arms? 

What charms?” 

“Love and belief.” 


“Say, bold but blessed thief, 
How couldst thou read 

A crown upon that head? 
What text, what gloss— 

A kingdom and a cross? 

How couldst thou come to spy 
God in a man to die? 

What light? 

What sight?” 

“The sight of grief— 


“T sight to God his pain; 

And by that sight 

I saw the light, 

Thus did my grief 

Beget relief. | 

And take this rule from me, 

Pity thou him he’ll pity thee. 

Use this, 

Ne’er miss, 

Heaven may be stolen again.” 
Anonymous 
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JUSTICE AND MERCY 


Justice doth call for vengeance on my sins, 

And threaten death as guerdon for the same: 
Mercy to plead for pardon then begins, 

With saying, Christ hath undergone the shame. 
Justice shows me an angry God offended, 

And Mercy shows a Saviour crucified: 
Justice says, I that sinned must be condemméd; 
Mercy replies, Christ for my sins hath died. 

Grim Justice threats with a revengeful rod: 
Meek Mercy shows me an appeased God. 
Lord! though my sins make me for Justice fit, 
Through Christ—let Mercy triumph over it. 


Anonymous 
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THE GARDEN OF AGONY 


The breezes are cold, as from Cedron they blow, 
And over Gethsemane quivering they go; 

But Jesus regards not the chill of the air: 

He came to Gethsemane’s garden for prayer. 


The Heavens are covered with wild-looking clouds, 
And darkness unwonted the soft stariught shrouds; 
But Jesus beholds not the terrors they wear: 
He came to Gethsemane’s garden for prayer. 


The hours of the night-shade pass sadly away, 
And long is the time to the dawning of day: 
But though all be sadness, le lingers still there; 
He came to Gethsemane’s garden for prayer. 


Thus Jesus prepared for that ocean of woe, 

That soon, in its wrath, o’er his soul was to flow: 

The dark scenes of pain he wa~ strengthened to bear; 
He was heard, when those hours he devoted to prayer. 


Anonymous 
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OUR LADY AT THE CROSS 


‘““Mary, Mother, come and see, 
Thy Son is nailed on a tree, 
Hand and foot, He may not go, 
His body is wounded all in woe. 


‘Thy sweet Son that thou hast borne, 
To save mankind that was forlorn, 
His head is wreathen in a thorn, 

His blissful body is all to-torn.” 


When he this tale began to tell 

Mary would no longer dwell, 

But hied her fast to that hill 

Where Jesus His blood began to spill. 


“My sweet Son, that art me dear, 
Why have men hanged Thee here? 
Thy head is wreathen in a briar ; 


My lovely Son, where is Thy cheer?” 


*““Woman, to John I thee betake. 
John, keep this woman for My sake. 
For sinful souls My death I take, 
On rood I hang for many’s sake. 


“This game alone I must play; 
For sinful souls I die to-day; 
There is no wight goes by the way 
Of My pains can well say.” 


Anonymous 


121 


CHRIST OUR SACRIFICE 


The wonders, Lord, Thy love hath wrought, 
Exceed our praise, surmount our thought; 
Should I attempt the long detail, 

My speech would faint, my numbers fail. 


No blood of beasts, on altars spilt, 

Can cleanse the souls of men from guilt; 
But thou hast set before our eyes, 

An all-sufficient sacrifice. 


Lo! Thine eternal Son appears, 
To Thy desires he bows his ears; 
Assumes a body well prepar’d, 
And well performs a work so hard. 


“Behold I come!’ (the Savior cries, 
With love and duty in his eyes) 
“I come to bear the heavy load 


Of sins, and do Thy will, My God. 


Tis written in Thy great decree, 
“Tis in thy book foretold of me, 
“T must fulfill the Savior’s part; 
“And, lo! Thy law is in my heart. 


“Pll magnify Thy holy law, 

‘And rebels to obedience draw, 
“When on My cross I’m lifted high, 
“Or to My crown above the sky, 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


‘The Spirit shall descend and show, 

“What Thou hast done, and what I do; 
“The wond’ring world shall learn Thy grace, 
“Thy wisdom and Thy righteousness.” 


Isaac Watts, 1674-1748 
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WHEN I SURVEY THE WONDROUS CROSS 


When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ my God: 
All the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to His blood. 


See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down: 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 


His dying crimson like a robe, 
Spreads o’er His body on the tree: 

Then am I dead to all the globe, 
And all the globe is dead to me. 


Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 


Isaac Watts 
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JESUS HASTING TO SUFFER 


The Saviour, what a noble flame 
Was kindled in His breast, 
When hasting to Jerusalem, 
He marched before the rest! 


Goodwill to men and zeal for God 
His every thought engross; 

He longs to be baptized with blood, 
He pants to reach the cross. 


With all His sufferings full in view, 
And woes to us unknown, 

Forth to the task His spirit flew; 
Twas love that urged Him on. 


Lord, we return Thee what we can; 
Our hearts shall sound abroad 
Salvation to the dying Man, 
And to the rising God. 


And while Thy bleeding glories here 
Engage our wondering eyes, 

We learn our lighter cross to bear, 
And hasten to the skies. 


William Cowper, 1731-1800 
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MY LORD, MY MASTER, AT THY FEET 
ADORING 


My Lord, My Master, at Thy feet adoring, 
I see Thee bowed beneath Thy load of woe; 
For me, a sinner, is Thy life-blood pouring; 
For Thee, my Saviour, scarce my tears will flow. 


Thine own disciple to the Jews has sold Thee; 

With friendship’s kiss and loyal word he came: 
How oft of faithful love my lips have told Thee, 

While Thou hast seen my falsehood and my shame. 


With taunts and scoffs they mock what seems Thy weakness, 
With blows and outrage adding pain to pain: ~ 

Thou art unmoved and steadfast in Thy meekness; 
When I am wronged how quickly I complain! 


My Lord, My Saviour, when I see Thee wearing 
Upon Thy bleeding brow the crown of thorn, 

Shall I for pleasure live, or shrink from bearing 
What’er my lot may be of pain or scorn? 


O Victim of Thy love! O pangs most healing! 
O saving death! O wounds that I adore! 

O shame most glorious! Christ, before Thee kneeling, 
I pray Thee keep me Thine for evermore. 


Jacques Bridaine, 1765 
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LOOKING AT THE CROSS 


In evil long I took delight, 
Unawed by shame or fear, 

Till a new object struck my sight, 
And stopped my wild career: 

I saw One hanging on a Tree 
In agonies and blood, 

Who fixed His languid eyes on me, 
As near His Cross I stood. 


Sure never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look: 

It seemed to charge me with His death, 
Though not a word He spoke: 

My conscience felt and owned the guilt, 
And plunged me in despair; 

I saw my sins His Blood had spilt, 
And helped to nail Him there. 


Alas! I knew not what I did! 
But now my tears are vain: 

Where shall my trembling soul be hid? 
For I the Lord have slain! 

A second look He gave, which said, 
“JT freely all forgive; 

This Blood is for thy ransom paid; 
I die, that thou mayst live.” 
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REDEMPTION 


Thus, while His death my sin displays 
In all its blackest hue, 

Such is the mystery of grace, 
It seals my pardon too. 

With pleasing grief, and mournful joy. 
My spirit now is filled, 

That I should such a life destroy, 
Yet live by Him [I killed! 


John Newton, 1725-1807 
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GO TO DARK GETHSEMANE 


Go to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel the tempter’s power; 
Your Redeemer’s conflict see; 
i Watch with Him one bitter hour; 
Turn not from His griefs away; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 


See Him at the judgment-hall, 
Beaten, bound, reviled, arraigned ; 
See Him meekly bearing all: 
Love to man His soul sustained. 
Shun not suffering, shame or loss; 
Learn of Christ to bear the cross. 


Calvary’s mournful mountain climb; 
There adoring at His feet, 
Mark that miracle of time, 
God’s own sacrifice complete ; 
“It is finished!” hear Him cry; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 


James Montgomery, 1776-1854 
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“THE CHRISTIAD” 


I sing the Cross! ye white-robed angel choirs, 

Who know the cords of harmony to sweep, 

Ye who o’er holy David’s varying wires 

Were wont, of old, your hovering watch to keep, 

Oh, now descend! and with your harpings deep, 
Pouring sublime the full symphonious stream 

Of music, such as soothes the saints last sleep, 
Awake my slumbering spirit from its dream, , 
And teach me how to exalt the high mysterious theme. 


Mourn! Salem, mourn! low lies thine humble state! 
The glittering fanes are levell’d with the ground! 
Fallen is thy pride! Thine halls are desolate! - 
Where erst was heard the timbrel’s sprightly sound, 
And frolic pleasures tripp’d the nightly round, 
There breeds the wild fox lonely, and aghast 
Stands the mute pilgrim at the void profound, 
Unbroke by noise, save when the hurrying blast 
Sighs, like a spirit, deep along the cheerless waste. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


It is for this, proud Solyma! thy towers 

Lie crumbling in the dust; for this forlorn 

Thy genius wails along thy desert bowers, 

While stern Destruction laughs, as if in scorn, . 

That thou didst dare insult God’s eldest born: 

And, with most bitter persecuting ire, 

Pursued His footsteps till the last day-dawn 

Rose on His fortunes and thou saw’st the fire 

That came to light the world, in one great flash expire. 


Oh! for a pencil dipp’d in living light, 

To paint the agonies that Jesus bore! 

Oh! for the long-lost harp of Jesse’s might, 

To hymn the Saviour’s praise from shore to shore; 
While seraph hosts the lofty pan pour, 

And Heaven enraptured lifts the loud acclaim! 
May a frail mortal dare the theme explore? 
May he to human ears his weak song frame? 

Oh! may he dare to sing Messiah’s glorious name. 


Henry Kirke White, 1785-1806 
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THE CROSS 


Our Saviour’s cross, begilt with guiltless blood, 
Was framed (as some write) of four kinds of wood, 
Palm, cedar, cypress, olive; which might show 
That blessings thence to the four parts should flow 
Of the vast world, and from the four winds should 
Christ’s flock be fetched to his thrice-blessed fold. 


Thomas Bancroft, 18th C. 
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IN THE CROSS OF CHRIST I GLORY 


In the Cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime, 


When the woes of life o’ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

Never shall the cross forsake me; 
Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 


When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more lustre to the day. 


Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there that knows no measure, 


Joys that through all time abide. 


In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 


John Bowring, 1792-1872 
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THERE IS A GREEN HILL FAR AWAY 


There is a green hill far away, 
Without a city wall, 

Where the dear Lord was crucified, 
Who died to save us all. 


We may not know, we cannot tell, 
What pains He had to bear; 
But we believe it was for us 


He hung and suffered there. 


He died that we might be forgiven, 
He died to make us good, 

That we might go at last to heaven, 
Saved by His precious blood. 


There was no other good enough 
To pay the price of sin; 

He only could unlock the gate 
Of heaven and let us in. 


O dearly, dearly has He loved, 
And we must love Him too, 

And trust in His redeeming blood, 
And try His works to do. 


Cecil F. Alexander, 1848 
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O COME AND MOURN WITH ME AWHILE 


O come, and mourn with me awhile! 
See, Mary calls us to her side; 
O come and let us mourn with her; 

Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 


Have we no tears to shed for Him, 
While soldiers scoff and Jews deride? 

Ah, look how patiently He hangs; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 


Found guilty of excess of love, 
It was Thine own sweet will that tied 
Thee tighter far than helpless nails; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified ! 


O break, O break, hard heart of mine! 
Thy weak self-love and guilty pride 
His Pilate and His Judas were; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 


A broken heart, a fount of tears, 
Ask, and they will not be denied; 

A broken heart love’s cradle is; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 


O love of God! O sin of man! 
In this dread act your strength is tried; 
And victory remains with love: 
For He, our Lord, is crucified! 
Frederick W. Faber, 1814-1863 
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LORD JESUS, WHEN WE STAND AFAR 


Lord Jesus, when we stand afar, 
And gaze upon Thy holy cross, 

In love of Thee, and scorn of self, 
O may we count the world as loss. 


When we behold Thy bleeding wounds, 
And the rough way that Thou hast trod, 
Make us to hate the load of sin 
That lay so heavy on our God. 


O holy Lord, uplifted high, 

With outstretched arms, in mortal biselss 
Embracing in Thy wondrous love 

The sinful world that lies below, 


Give us an ever-living faith 
To gaze beyond the things we see; 
And in the mystery of Thy death 
Draw us and all men unto Thee. 


William Walsham How, 1854 
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From 
ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS 


Mine ear has rung, my spirit sunk subdued, 
Sharing the strong emotion of the crowd, 

When each pale brow to dread hosannas bowed, 
While clouds of incense mounting veiled the rood, 
That glimmered like a pine-tree dimly viewed 
Through Alpine vapours. Such appalling rite 
Our Church prepares not, trusting to the might 
Of simple truth with grace divine imbued ; 

Yet will we not conceal the precious Cross, 
Like men ashamed: the Sun with his first smile 
Shall greet that symbol crowning the low Pile: 
And the fresh air of incense-breathing morn 
Shall wooingly embrace it; and green moss 
Creep round its arms through centuries unborn. 


William Wordsworth, 1770-1850 
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From—HELLAS 


A power from the unknown God, 
A Promethean conqueror, came; 

Like a triumphal path he trod 
The thorns of death and shame. 
A mortal shape to him 
Was like the vapor dim 

Which the orient planet animates with light; 
Hell, Sin, and Slavery came, 
Like bloodhounds mild and tame, 

Nor preyed, until their Lord had taken flight ; 
The moon of Mahomet 
Arose, and it shall set: 

While blazoned as on Heaven’s immortal noon 
The cross leads generations on. 


Swift as the radiant shapes of sleep 
From one whose dreams are Paradise 

Fly, when the fond wretch wakes to weep, 
And Day peers forth with her blank eyes; 
So fleet, so faint, so fair, 
The Powers of earth and air 

Fled from the folding-star of Bethlehem: 
Apollo, Pan, and Love, 
And even Olympian Jove 

Grow weak, for killing Truth had glared on them: 
Our hills and seas and streams, 
Dispeopled of their dreams. 

Their waters turned to blood, their dew to tears, 
Wailed for the golden years. 


Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1792-1822 
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“THE LORD TURNED, AND LOOKED 
UPON PETER” 


The Saviour looked on Peter. Ay, no word, 

No gesture of reproach! the heavens serene, 
Though heavy with armed justice, did not lean 
Their thunders that way! the forsaken Lord 
Looked only, on the traitor. None record 

What that look was, none guess: for those who have seen 
Wronged lovers loving through a death-pang keen, 
Or pale-cheeked martyrs smiling to a sword, 
Have missed Jehovah at the judgment-call, 

And Peter, from the height of blasphemy— 

“T never knew this man’—did quail and fall, 

As knowing straight that God,—and turned free 
And went out speechless from the face of all, 

And filled the silence, weeping bitterly. 


Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 1806-1861 
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THE ALL-LOVING 


So, the All-Great, were the All-Loving too— 

So, through the thunder comes a human voice 
Saying, “O heart I made, a heart beats here! 
Face, my hands fashioned, see it in myself. 

Thou hast no power nor may’st conceive of mine, 
But love I gave thee, with myself to love, 

And thou must love me who have died for thee!” 


Robert Browning, 1812-1889 
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SCHOLA CRUCIS, SCHOLA LUCIS 


Beneath Thy cross I stand, 
Jesus, my Saviour, turn and look on me, 
Oh! who are these, that one on either hand 
Are crucified with Thee? 


The one that turns away 

With sullen, scoffing lip—and one whose eyes 

Close o’er the words,—“‘yet shalt thou be this day 
With me in Paradise.” 


Here would I fain behold 
This twofold mystery! Love’s battle won; 
Its warfare ended, and its ransom told, 
Its conquest but begun! 


I say not to Thee now, 
**Come from the cross, and then will I believe’; 
Oh, lift me up to thee, and teach me how 

To love, and how to grieve. 


Stay on the cross, until 

Thou art of all confess’d, of all adored; 

Be there each ling’ring heart, each wav’ring will, 
Made fast unto its Lord. 


I track’d Thy footsteps long, 
For where thou wert, there would Thy servant be; 
But now methought the silence, now the throng, 
Would part me still from Thee. 
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REDEMPTION 


I sought Thee ’mid the leaves, 
I find Thee on the dry and blasted tree; 
I saw Thee not, until I saw the thieves 
They crucified with Thee! 


Dora Greenwell, 1821-1882 
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BENEATH THE CROSS OF JESUS 


Beneath the cross of Jesus 
I fain would take my stand, 
The shadow of a mighty rock 
Within a weary land, 
A home within the wilderness, 
A rest upon the way, 
From the burning of the noontide heat, 
And the burden of the day. 


Upon that cross of Jesus 
Mine eye at times can see 

The very dying form of One 
Who suffered there for me; 

And from my smitten heart with tears 
T'wo wonders I confess,— 

The wonders of His gracious love 
And my own worthlessness. 


I take, O cross, thy shadow 
For my abiding-place; 
I ask no other sunshine than 
The sunshine of His face,— 
Content to let the world go by, 
To know no gain nor loss, 
My sinful self my only shame, 
My glory all the cross. 


Elizabeth C. Clephane, 1830-1869 
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PASSION TIDE 


It is the greatness of Thy Love, dear Lord, 
that we would celebrate 
With sevenfold powers. 
Our love at best is cold and poor, at best 
unseemly for Thy state, 
This best of ours. 


Creatures that die, we yet are such as Thine 
own hands deigned to create: 
We frail as flowers, 
We bitter bondslaves ransomed at a price 
incomparably great 
To grace Heaven’s bowers. 


Thou callest: “Come at once”—and still Thou 
callest us: “Come late, tho’ late”— 
(The moments fly)— 
“Come, every one that thirsteth, come—Come 
prove Me, knocking at My gate’— 
(Some souls draw nigh!)— 
“Come thou who waiting seekest Me—Come 
thou for whom I seek and wait”— 
(Why will ye die?)— 
“Come and repent: come and amend: come joy 
the joys unsatiate’”— 
—(Christ passeth by . . .)— 
Lord, pass not by—I come—and I—and I. 
Amen. 
Christina Rossetti, 1830-1894 
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WEDNESDAY IN HOLY WEEK 


Man’s life is death. Yet Christ endured to live, 
Preaching and teaching, toiling to and fro, 

Few men accepting what He yearned to give, 
Few men with eyes to know 
His face, that Face of Love He stooped to show. 


Man’s death is life. For Christ endured to die 
In slow unuttered weariness of pain, 
A curse and an astonishment, passed by, 
Pointed at, mocked again 
By men for whom He shed His Blood—ain vain? 


Christina Rossetti 
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GOOD FRIDAY 


Am I a stone and not a sheep 
That I can stand, O Christ, beneath Thy Cross, 
To number drop by drop Thy Blood’s slow loss, 
And yet not weep? 


Not so those women loved 
Who with exceeding grief lamented Thee; 
Not so falled Peter weeping bitterly ; 

Not so the thief was moved; 


Not so the Sun and Moon 
Which hid their faces in a starless sky, 
A horror of great darkness at broad noon 
I, only I. 


Yet give not o’er, 
But seek Thy sheep, true Shepherd of the flock, 
Greater than Moses, turn and look once more 


And smite a rock. 
Christina Rossetti 
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THE DESCENT FROM THE CROSS 


Is this the face that thrills with awe 
Seraphs who veil their face above? 
Is this the face without a flaw, 
The face that is the face of love? 
Yea, this defaced, a lifeless clod, 
Hath all creation’s love sufficed, 
Hath satisfied the love of God, 
This face the face of Jesus Christ. 


Christina Rossetti 
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THE CHILD-CHRIST ON THE CROSS 


Victim of love, in manhood’s prime 
Thou wilt ascend the Cross to die: 

Why hangs the Child before His time 
Stretched on that bed of agony? 


‘‘No thorn-wreath crowns My boyish brow, 
No scourge has dealt its cruel smart, 
In hands and feet no nail-prints show, 
No spear is planted in My heart, 


‘They have not set Me for a sign, 
Hung bare beneath the sunless sky ; 
Nor mixed the draught of gall and wine 

To mock My dying agony. 


“The livelong night, the livelong day, 
My child, I travail for thy good, 

And for thy sake I hang alway 
Self-crucified upon the Rood. 


“To witness to the living Truth, 
To keep thee pure from sin’s alloy, 

I cloud the sunshine of My youth; 
The Man must suffer in the Boy. 


“Visions of unrepented sin, 
The forfeit crown, the eternal loss, 
Lie deep my sorrowing soul within, 
And nail My Body to the Cross. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


“The livelong night, the livelong day, 
A Child upon that Cross I rest; 

All night I for My children pray, 
All day I woo them to My breast. 


“Long years of toil and pain are Mine, 
Ere I be lifted up to die, 

Where cold the Paschal moonbeams shine 
At noon on darkened Calvary. 


“Then will the thorn-wreath pierce My brow, 
The nails will fix Me to the tree; 

But I shall hang as I do now, 
Self-crucified for love of thee!’ 


Henry Nutcombe Oxenham, 1829-1888 
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IN THE SERVANTS’ QUARTERS 


“Man, you too, aren’t you, one of these rough followers of 
the criminal? 
All hanging hereabout to gather how he’s going to bear 
Examination in the hall.” She flung disdainful glances on 
The shabby figure standing at the fire with others there, 
Who warmed them by its flare. 


“No indeed, my skipping maiden: I know nothing of the trial 
here, 
Or criminal, if so he be.—-I chanced to come this way, 
And the fire shone out into the dawn, and morning airs are 
cold now; 
I, too, was drawn in part by charms I see before me play, 
That I see not every day.” 


‘Ha, ha!” then laughed the constables who also stood to 
warm themselves, 

The while another maiden scrutinized his features hard, 

As the blaze threw into contrast every line and knot that 
wrinkled them, 

Exclaiming, “Why, last night when he was brought in by 
the guard, 

You were with him in the yard!” 


“Nay, nay, you teasing wench, I say! You know you speak 
mistakenly. 
Cannot a tired pedestrian who has footed it afar 
Here on his way from northern parts, engrossed in humble 
marketings, 
Come in and rest awhile, although judicial doings are 
Afoot by morning star?” 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


*“O come, come!” laughed the constables. ‘Why, man, you 
speak the dialect 

He uses in his answers; you can hear him up the stairs. 

So own it. We sha’n’t hurt ye. There he’s speaking now! 
His syllables | 

Are those you sound yourself when you are talking unawares, 

As this pretty girl declares.” 

“And you shudder when his chain clinks!” she rejoined, “O 
yes, I noticed it. 

And you winced, too, when those cuffs they gave him echoed 
to us here. 

They'll soon be coming down, and you may then have to 

| defend yourself 

Unless you hold your tongue, or go away and keep you clear 
When he’s to judgment near!” 


“No! Ill be damned in hell if I know anything about the 
man ! 

No single thing about him more than everybody knows! 

Must not I even warm my hands but I am charged with 
blasphemies ?”” 

—His face convulses as the morning cock that moment 
crows, 

And he stops, and turns, and goes. 


Thomas Hardy, 1840- —— 
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O LOVE THAT WILT NOT LET ME GO 


O Love that wilt not let me go, 

I rest my weary soul in Thee; 
I give Thee back the life I owe, 

That in Thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 


O Light that followest all my way, 
I yield my flick’ring torch to Thee; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day 
May brighter, fairer be. 


O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to Thee; 
I trace the rainbow thro’ the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain 
That morn shall tearless be. 


O Cross that liftest up my head, 

I dare not ask to fly from Thee; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 

And from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 


Rev. George Matheson, 1842-1906 
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REDEMPTION 


All living creatures’ pain, 

The sufferings of the lowliest thing that creeps 
Or flies a moment ere it sinks and sleeps, 

Are too Redemption’s tears and not in vain— 
For nothing idly weeps. 

Earth is through these fulfilling that it must 
As in Christ’s own eternal Passion chain, 
And flowering from the dust. 


The driven and drudging ass 

Crushed by the bondage of its bitter round, 
Repeats the Gospel in that narrow bound; 
God is reflected in the blade of grass, 

And there is Calvary’s ground. . 

O not an insect or on leaf or sod 

But in its measure is a looking-glass, 
And shows Salvation’s God. 


All thus are carrying on, 

And do work out, the one Redemption’s tale; 
Each is a little Christ on hill or dale, 

The hell where Mercy’s light has never shone 

Is with that Mercy pale, 

And though flesh turns from agony they dread, 
Even as they groan and travail it is gone— 
Love riseth from the dead. 


Frederick William Orde Ward, 1843-1922 
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CHRIST AND THE PAGAN 


I had no God but these, 
The sacerdotal Trees, 
And they uplifted me. 
“I hung upon a Tree.” 


The sun and moon I saw, 
And reverential awe 
Subdued me day and night, 
“T am the perfect Light.” 


Within a lifeless Stone— 
All other gods unknown— 
I sought Divinity. 

“The Corner-Stone am I.” 


For sacrificial feast, 

I slaughtered man and beast, 
Red recompense to gain. 

“So I, a Lamb, was slain. 


“Yea; such My hungering Grace 
That wheresoe’er My face 

Is hidden, none may grope 
Beyond eternal Hope.” 


John Bannister Tabb, 1845-1909 
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BETHLEHEM-TOWN 


As I was going to Bethlehem-town, 
Upon the earth I cast me down 

All underneath a little tree, 

That whispered in this wise to me: 
“Oh, I shall stand on Calvary 

And bear what burthen saveth thee!’ 


As up I fared to Bethlehem-town, 

I met a shepherd coming down 

And thus he quoth: ‘A wondrous sight 
Hath spread before mine eyes this night— 
An angel host, most fair to see, 

That sung full sweetly of a tree 

That shall uplift on Calvary 

What burthen saveth you and me!” 


And as I gat to Bethlehem-town, 

Lo! wise men came that bore a crown, 
“Ts there,” cried I, “in Bethlehem 

A King shall wear this diadem?”’ 

“Good sooth,” they quoth, “and it is He 
That shall be lifted on the tree, 

And freely shed on Calvary 

What blood redeemeth us and thee!” 


Unto a Child in Bethlehem-town 

The wise men came and brought the crown; 
And while the Infant smiling slept, 

Upon their knees they fell and wept; 
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REDEMPTION 


But, with her Babe upon her knee, 
Naught recked that Mother of the tree 
That should uplift on Calvary 

What burthen saveth you and me. 


Again I walk in Bethlehem-town, 

And think on Him that wears the crown. 
I may not kiss His feet again; 

Nor worship Him as did I then; 

My King hath died upon the tree, 

And hath outpoured on Calvary 

What blood redeemeth you and me!” 


Eugene Field, 1850-1895 
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VENERATION OF IMAGES 


Thou man, first-comer, whose wide arms entreat, 
Gather, clasp, welcome, bind, 

Lack, or remember; whose warm pulses beat 
With love of thine own kind :— 


Uplifted for a blessing on yon sea, 
Unshrined on this highway, 

O flesh, O grief, thou too shalt have our knee, 
Thou rood of every day! 


Alice Meynell, 1850- —— 
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SUMMER IN ENGLAND, 1914 


On London fell a clearer light; 
Caressing pencils of the sun 
Defined the distances, the white 
Houses transfigured one by one, 
The “long, unlovely street” impearled, 
O what a sky has walked the world! 


Most happy year! And out of town 
The hay was prosperous, and the wheat; 
The silken harvest climbed the down: 
Moon after moon was heavenly-sweet 
Stroking the bread within the sheaves, 
Looking ’twixt apples and their leaves, 


And while this rose made round her cup, 
The armies died convulsed. And when 

This chaste young silver sun went up 
Softly, a thousand shattered men, 

One wet corruption, heaped the plain, 

After a league-long throb of pain. 


Flower following tender flower; and birds, 
And berries ; and benignant skies 
Made thrive the serried flocks and herds.— 
Yonder are men shot through the eyes. 
Love, hide thy face 
From man’s unpardonable race. 


e e e e e 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Who said “No man hath greater love than this, 
To die to serve his friend”? 
So these have loved us all unto the end. 
Chide thou no more, O thou unsacrificed! 
The soldier dying dies upon a kiss, 
The very kiss of Christ. 
Alice Meynell 
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THE CRUCIFIXION 


Oh, man’s capacity 
For spiritual sorrow, corporal pain! 
Who has explored the deepmost of that sea, 
With heavy links of a far-fathoming chain? 


That melancholy lead, 
Let down in guilty and in innocent hold, 
Yea into childish hands delivered, 
Leaves the sequestered floor unreached, untold. 


One only has explored 
The deepmost; but He did not die of it. 
Not yet, not yet He died. Man’s human Lord 
Touched the extreme; it is not infinite. 


But over the abyss 
Of God’s capacity for woe He stayed 
One hesitating hour; what gulf was this? 
Forsaken He went down, and was afraid. 


Alice Meynell 
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EASTER NIGHT 


All night had shout of men and cry 
Of woeful women filled His way; 
Until that noon of sombre sky 
On Friday, clamor and display 
Smote Him; no solitude had He, 
No silence, since Gethsemane. 


Public was Death; but Power, but Might, 
But Life again, but Victory, 

Were hushed within the dead of night, 
The shutter’d dark, the secrecy. 

And all alone, alone, alone 

He rose again behind the stone. 


Alice Meynell 
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A GUARD OF THE SEPULCHER 


I was a Roman soldier in my prime; 

Now age is on me and the yoke of time. 

I saw your Risen Christ, for I am he 

Who reached the hyssop to Him on the tree; 
And I am one of two who watched beside 


The Sepulcher of Him we crucified. 


All that last night I watched with sleepless eyes ; 
Great stars arose and crept across the skies, 
The world was all too still for mortal rest, 

For pitiless thoughts were busy in the breast. 
The night was long, so long, it seemed at last 

I had grown old and a long life had passed. 

Far off, the hills of Moab, touched with light, 
Were swimming in the hollow of the night. 

I saw Jerusalem all wrapped in cloud, 


Stretched like a dead thing folded in a shroud. 


Once in the pauses of our whispered talk 
I heard a something on the garden walk. 
Perhaps it was a crisp leaf lightly stirred— 
Perhaps the dream-note of a waking bird. 
Then suddenly an angel burning white 
Came down with earthquake in the breaking light, 
And rolled the great stone from the Sepulcher, 
Mixing the morning with a scent of myrrh. 

_ And lo, the Dead had risen with the day: 
The man of Mystery had gone his way! 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Years have I wandered, carrying my shame; 
Now let the tooth of time eat out my name. 
For we, who all the wonder might have told, 
Kept silence, for our mouths were stopt with gold. 


Edwin Markham, 1852- —— 
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From—“ODE TO THE SETTING SUN” 


If with exultant tread 
Thou foot the Eastern sea, 
Or like a golden bee 
Sting the west to angry red, 
Thou dost image, thou dost follow 
That King-Maker of Creation, 
Who, ere Hellas hailed Apollo, 
Gave thee, angel-god, thy station; 
Thou art of Him a type memorial. 
Like Him thou hang’st in dreadful pomp of blood 
Upon thy Western rood; 
And His stained brow did vail like thine to-night, 
Yet lift once more Its light, 
And, risen, again departed from our ball, 
But when It set on earth arose in Heaven. 
Thus hath He unto death His beauty given; 
And so of all which form inheriteth 
The fall doth pass the rise in worth; 
For birth hath in itself the germ of death, 
But death hath in itself the germ of birth. 
It is the falling acorn buds the tree, 
The falling rain that bears the greenery, 
The fern-plants moulder when the ferns arise. 
For there is nothing lives but something dies, 
And there is nothing dies but something lives. 
Till skies be fugitives, 
Till Time, the hidden root of change, updries, 
Are Birth and Death inseparable on earth; 
For they are twain yet one, and Death is Birth. 


Francis Thompson, 1859-1907 
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DESIDERIUM INDESIDERATUM 


O Gain that lurk’st ungained in all gain! 

O love we just fall short of in all love! 

O height that in all heights art still above! 

O beauty that dost leave all beauty pain! 

Thou unpossessed that mak’st possession vain, 
See these strained arms which fright the simple air, 
And say what ultimate fairness holds thee, Fair! 
They girdle Heaven, and girdle Heaven in vain; 
They shut, and lo! but shut in their unrest. 
Thereat a voice in me that voiceless was :— 
‘Whom seekest thou through the unmarged arcane, 
And not discern’st to thine own bosom prest?” 

I looked. My clasped arms athwart my breast 
Framed the august embraces of the Cross. 


Francis Thompson 
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AFTER STRAIN 


Now with wan ray that other sun of Song 
Sets in the bleakening waters of my soul: 

One step, and lo! The Cross stands gaunt and long 
*Twixt me and yet bright skies, a presaged dole. 


Even so, O Cross! thine is the victory. 
Thy roots are fast within our fairest fields; 
Brightness may emanate in Heaven from thee, 


Here thy dread symbol only shadow jields. 


Of reaped joys thou art the heavy sheaf 
Which must be lifted, though the reaper groan; 
Yea, we may cry till Heaven’s great ear be deaf, 
But we must bear thee, and must bear alone. 


Vain were a Simon; of the Antipodes 
Our night not borrows the superfluous day. 
Yet woe to him that from his burden flees, 
Crushed in the fall of what he cast away. 


Therefore, O tender Lady, Queen Mary, 
Thou gentleness that dost enmoss and drape 
The Cross’s rigorous austerity, 
Wipe thou the blood from wounds that needs must gape. 


“Lo, though suns rise and set, but crosses stay, 
I leave thee ever,” saith she, “light of cheer.” 
*Tis so: yon sky still thinks upon the Day, 
And showers aerial blossoms on his bier. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Yon cloud with wrinkled fire is edged sharp; 
And once more welling through the air, ah me! 

How the sweet viol plains him to the harp, 
Whose panged sobbings throng tumultuously. 


Oh, this Medusa-pleasure with her stings! 
This essence of all suffering, which is joy! 
I am not thankless for the spell it brings, 
Though tears must be told down for the charmed toy. 


No; while soul, sky, and music bleed together, 
Let me give thanks even for those griefs in me, 

The restless windward stirrings of whose feather 
Prove them the brood of immortality. 


My soul is quitted of death-neighboring swoon, 
Who shall not slake her immitigable scars 

Until she hear “My sister!” from the moon, 
And take the kindred kisses of the stars. 


Francis Thompson 
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THE VETERAN OF HEAVEN 


O Captain of the wars, whence won Ye so great scars? 
In what fight did Ye smite, and what manner was the foe? 
Was it on a day of rout they compassed Thee about, 
Or gat Ye these adornings when Ye wrought their over- 
throw? 


“Twas on a day of rout they girded Me about, 
They wounded all My brow, and they smote Me through 
the side: 
My hand held no sword when I met their arméd horde, 
And the conqueror fell down, and the Conquered bruised 
his pride.” 


What is this, unheard before, that the Unarmed make war, 
And the Slain hath the gain, and the Victor hath the rout? 
What wars, then, are these, and what the enemies, ? 
Strange Chief, with the scars of Thy conquest trenched 
about? 


“The Prince I drave forth held the Mount of the North, 
Girt with the guards of flame that roll round the pole. 
I drave him with My wars from all his fortress-stars, 
And the sea of death divided that My march might strike 
its goal. 


“In the keep of Northern Guard, many a great demonian 
sword 
Burns as it turns round the Mount occult, apart: 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


There is given him power and place still for some certain 
days, 
And his name would turn the Sun’s blood back upon its 
heart.” 


What is Thy Name? Oh, show!—“My Name ye may not 
know; 
*Tis a going forth with banners, and a baring of much 
swords: 
But My titles that are high, are they not upon My thigh? 
‘King of Kings! are the words, ‘Lord of Lords? 
It is written ‘King of Kings, Lord of Lords’.” 


Francis Thompson 
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HYMN 


My Saviour’s love runs thro’ and thro’ my heart, 
While I review his sufferings and smart: 

Fain wou’d I chaunt his praise while here beneath, 
And mention make with gladness of his death. 


Up Calv’ry’s mount the man of sorrows climbs, 
In weakness drags along his wearied limbs; 

Upon his shoulders raw he bears the wood, 
Bedew’d, besmear’d with his own precious blood. 


Uplifted there an ensign he is made 

And with his blood our debt immense hath paid; 
What torture assails, what keenest smart 
Strikes thro’ his soul, and wounds his very heart! 


He makes atonement for the creature’s sin, 
He wipes away each deep contracted stain, 
Wrestles beneath the curse of Sinai’s law, 


And all the pains of hell doth undergo. 


He reconciles the attributes divine 
And makes each with peculiar lustre shine; 
He bears our doom, sustains our heavy load, 


And labours hard beneath the wrath of God. 


Weep, weep, ye sons of men, relenting view 

His sacred body rack’d and slain for you; 

Behold his mangl’d person, bath’d in gore, 

His pierced hands and feet so rudely tore— 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Here look and love—The God of nature dies; 
No other ransom could for sin suffice. 

Learn to account all other matters dross, 
And triumph only in the Saviour’s cross. 


Anonymous 
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GOOD FRIDAY 


Bound upon th’ accursed tree, 
Faint and bleeding, who is He? 

By the eyes so pale and dim, 
Streaming blood, and writhing limb, 
By the flesh with scourges torn, 

By the crown of twisted thorn, 

By the side so deeply pierced, 

By the baffled, burning thirst, 

By the drooping, death-dew’d brow 
Son of Man! ’tis Thou! *tis Thou! 


Bound upon th’ accursed tree, 

Dread and awful, who is He? 

By the sun at noon-day pale, 
Shivering rocks, and rending veil, 

By earth that trembles at His doom, 
By yonder saints who burst their tomb, 
By Eden, promised ere He died 

To the felon at His side, 

Lord! our suppliant knee we bow, 

Son of God! ’tis Thou! ’tis Thou! 


Bound upon th’ accursed tree, 
Sad and dying, who is He? 

By the last and bitter cry 

The ghost given up in agony; 

By the lifeless body laid 

In the chamber of the dead; 

By the mourners come to weep 
Where the bones of Jesus sleep: 
Son of Man! ’tis Thou! ’tis Thou! 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


Bound upon th’ accursed tree, 

Dread and awful, who is He? 

By the prayer for them that slew 
“Lord! they know not what they do?” 
By the spoil’d and empty grave, 

By the souls He died to save, 

By the conquest He hath won, 

By the Saints before His throne, 

By the rainbow round His brow, 

Son of God! *tis Thou! ’tis Thou! 


Henry Hart Milman, 1791-1868 
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HYMN TO THE SAVIOUR 


Oh! Thou didst die for me, thou Son of God! 
By thee the throbbing flesh of man was worn; 
Thy naked feet the thorns of sorrow trod, 
And tempests beat thy houseless head forlorn. 
Thou, that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God’s right hand, 
Before the ages were, the Eternal, eldest born. 


Thy Birthright in the world was pain and grief, 
Thy love’s return, ingratitude and hate; 
The limbs thou healedst brought thee no relief, 
The eyes thou openedst calmly view’d thy fate: 
Thou that were wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell, 
No heart conceive the bliss of thy celestial state. 


They dragged thee to the Roman’s solemn hall, 
Where the proud judge in purple splendor sate; 
Thou stood’st a meek and patient criminal, 
Thy doom of death from human lips to wait; 
Whose throne shall be the world 
In final ruin hurl’d, 


With all mankind to hear their everlasting fate. 


Thou wert alone in that fierce multitude, 
When “Crucify him!’ yelled the general shout ; 
No hand to guard thee ’mid those insults rude, 
Nor lips to bless thee in that frantic rout; 
Whose lightest whisper’d word 
The Seraphim had heard, 
And adamantine arms from all the heavens broke out. 
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AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


They bound thy temples with the twisted thorn, 
Thy bruised feet went languid on with pain; 
The blood from all thy flesh with scourges torn, 
Deepen’d thy robe of mockery’s crimson grain; 
Whose native vesture bright 
Was the unapproached light, 
The sandal of whose foot the rapid hurricane. 


They smote thy cheek with many a ruthless palm, 
With the cold spear thy shuddering side they pierc’d; 
The draught of bitterest gall was all the balm 
They gave, t’enhance thy unslaked, burning thirst ; 
Thou, at whose words of peace 
Did pain and anguish cease, 
And the long buried dead their bonds of slumber burst. 


Love bow’d thy head convulsed, and droop’d in death, 
Thy voice sent forth a sad and wailing cry; 
Slow struggled from thy breast the parting breath, 
And every limb was wrung with agony. 
That head, whose veilless blaze 
Fill’d the angels with amaze, 
When at that voice sprang forth the rolling suns on high. 


And thou wert laid within the narrow tomb, 
Thy clay-cold limbs with shrouding grave-clothes bound; 
The sealed stone confirmed thy mortal doom, 
Lone watchman walked thy desert burial ground, 
Whom heaven could not contain, 
Nor th’ immeasurable plain. 
Of vast Infinity inclose or circle round. 


For us, for us, thou didst endure the pain, 
And thy meek spirit bow’d itself to shame, 
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REDEMPTION 


To wash our souls from sin’s infecting stain, 
T’avert the Father’s wrathful vengeance flame; 
Thou, that couldst nothing win 
By saving worlds from sin, 
Nor aught of glory add to thy all glorious name. 


Henry Hart Milman 
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“AND THEY GAVE HIM TO DRINK WINE 
MINGLED WITH MYRRH” 


“Fill high the bowl, and spice it well, and pour 
The dews oblivious: for the cross is sharp, 
The cross is sharp, and he 
Is tenderer than a lamb. 


“He wept by Lazarus’ grave—how will he bear 
This bed of anguish?—and his pale weak form 
Is worn with many a watch 
Of sorrow and unrest. 


“His sweat last night was as great drops of blood; 
And the sad burthen pressed him so to earth 

The very torturers paused 

To help him on his way. 


“Fill high the bowl, benumb his aching sense 
With medicined sleep.””—O awful in thy woe! 
The parching thirst of death 

Is on thee, and thou triest 


The slumberous potion bland, and wilt not drink: 
Not sullen, nor in scorn, like haughty man 
With suicidal hand 
Putting his solace by: 


But as at first thine all-pervading look 
Saw from thy Father’s bosom to the abyss, 
Measuring in calm presage 

The infinite descent: 
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So to the end, though now of mortal pangs 


Made heir, and emptied of thy glory awhile, 
With unaverted eye RSG t 
Thow meetest all the storm. mye vil 


John Keble, 1792-1866 
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A CHRIST-CROSS RHYME 


Christ, His Cross shall be my speed! 
Teach me, Father John, to read: 

That in Church on Holy Day 

I may chant the Psalm and pray. 


Let me learn that I may know 

What the shining windows show: 
Where the lovely Lady stands, 
With that bright Child in her hands. 


Teach me the letters A B C 

Till that I shall able be 

Signs to know and words to frame 
And to spell sweet Jesus’ Name. 


Then, dear Master, will I look 
Day and night in that fair book 
Where the tales of Saints are told 
With their pictures all in gold. 


Teach me, Father John, to say 
Vesper-verse and Matin-lay: 

So when I to God shall plead, 

Christ His Cross shall be my speed! 


Robert Stephen Hawker, 1803-1875 
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THE CATHEDRAL 


His holy places may not be of stone, 

Nor made with hands, yet fairer far than aught 
By artist feigned or pious ardor reared, 

Fit altars for who guards inviolate 

God’s chosen seat, the sacred form of man. 
Doubtless his church will be no hospital 

For superannuate forms and mumping shams, 
No parlor where men issue policies 

Of life-assurance on the Eternal Mind, 

Nor his religion but an ambulance 

To fetch life’s wounded and malingerers in, 
Scorned by the strong; yet he, unconscious heir 
To the influence sweet of Athens and of Rome, 
And old Judea’s gift of secret fire, 

Spite of himself shall surely learn to know 
And worship some ideal of himself, 

Some divine thing, large-hearted, brotherly, 
Not nice in trifles, a soft creditor, 

Pleased with his world, and hating only cane 
And, if his church be aacbeente it is sure 
That, in a world, made for whatever else, 

Not made for mere enjoyment, in a world 

Of toil but half-requited, or, at best, 

Paid in futile currency of breath, 

A world of incompleteness, sorrow swift 

And consolation laggard, whatsoe’er 

The form of building, or the creed professed, 
The Cross, bold type of shame to homage turned, 
Of an unfinished life that sways the world, 
Shall tower as sovereign emblem over all. 


James Russell Lowell, 1819-1891 
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IO VICTIS 


I sing the hymn of the conquered, who fall in the Battle of 
Life,— 

The hymn of the wounded, the beaten, who died overwhelmed 
in the strife; 

Not the jubilant song of the victors, for whom the resound- 
ing acclaim 

Of nations was lifted in chorus, whose brows wear the chaplet 
of fame, 

But the hymn of the low and the humble, the weary, the 
broken in heart, 

Who strove and who failed, acting bravely a silent and des- 
perate part, 

Whose youth bore no flower in its branches, whose hopes 
burned in ashes away, 

From whose hands slipped the prize they had grasped at, 
who stood at the dying of day 

With the wreck of their life all around them, unpitied, 
unheeded, alone, 

With Death swooping down o’er their failure, and all but 
their faith overthrown, 

While the voice of the world shouts its chorus,—its pan 
for those who have won! 

While the trumpet is sounding triumphant, and high to the 
breeze and the sun 

Glad banners are waving, hands clapping, and hurrying feet 

Thronging after the laurel crowned victors, I stand on the 
field of defeat, ) 

In the shadow, with those who are fallen, and wounded, and 
dying, and there 
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REDEMPTION 


Chant a requiem low, place my hand on their pain-knotted 
brows, breathe a prayer, 

Hold the hand that is helpless, and whisper, “They only the 
victory win, 

Who have fought the good fight, and have vanquished the 
demon that tempts us within; 

Who have held to their faith unseduced by the prize that the 
world holds on high; 

Who have dared for a high cause to suffer, resist, fight,—if 
need be, to die.” 

Speak, History! Who are Life’s victors? Unroll thy long 
annals and say, 

Are they these whom the world called the victors, who won 
the success of a day? 

The martyrs, or Nero? The Spartans, who fell at Ther- 
mopyle’s tryst, 

Or the Persians and Xerxes? His judges or Socrates? 
Pilate or Christ? 

William Wetmore Story, 1819-1895 
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From “PROGRESS” 


“Say ye: The spirit of man has found new roads, 
And we must leave the old faiths, and walk therein?— 
Leave then the Cross as ye have left carved gods, 

But guard the fire within! 


“Bright, else, and fast the stream of life may roll, 
And no man may the other’s hurt behold; 
Yet each will have one anguish—his own soul 


Which perishes of cold.” 
Matthew Arnold, 1822-1888 


183 


OUR CHRIST 


In Christ I feel the heart of God 
Throbbing from heaven through earth; 
Life stirs again within the clod, 
Renewed in beauteous birth; 
The soul springs up, a flower of prayer, 
Breathing His breath out on the air. 


In Christ I touch the hand of God 
From His pure height reached down, 
By blessed ways before untrod, 
To lift us to own crown; 
Victory that only perfect is 
Through loving sacrifice, like His. 


Holding His hand, my steadied feet 
May walk the air, the seas; 

On life and death His smile falls sweet, 
Lights up all mysteries ; 

Stranger nor exile can I be 

In new worlds where He leadeth me. 


Lucy Larcom, 1826-1893 
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WITH A CROSS OF IMMORTELLES 


Wren Chri t cried, “It is done!” 

The face of a small red flower, 

Looking up to the suffering One, 
Turned pale with love and pain, 
And never shone red again. 

In memory of that hour 

Which holds the secret of bliss; 

And the darker secret of sorrow 

That shall come to each, tomorrow; 

Sweet friend, I send you this. 


Richard Watson Gilder, 1844-1909 
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THE SOP 


It was no enemy which did this wrong, 
But one who held with him communion sweet; 
Chosen and trusted, taught and cherished long— 
Had he not humbly stooped to wash his feet? 
This was the man! and now the hour was nigh; 
And Judas, who betrayed, said, ““Master, is it 1?”? ... 


But when from out the dish the sop he drew 
Which to the traitor his dark soul betrayed; 
All bitterness from all the herbs that grew 
Since man lost paradise, that sop conveyed. 
The bruised palms of more than mortal death 
Combine to furnish forth the Saviour’s haroseth! 


Anonymous (1856) 
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E TENEBRIS 


Come down, O Christ, and help me! reach thy hand, 
For I am drowning in a stormier sea 
Than Simon on the lake of Galilee: 

The wine of life is spilt upon the sand, 

My heart is as some famine-murdered land 
Whence all good things have perished utterly, 
And well I know my soul in Hell must he 

If I this night before God’s throne should stand. 

“Fle sleeps perchance, or rideth to the chase, 

Like Baal, when his prophets howled that name 
From morn to noon on Carmel’s smitten height.” 

Nay, peace, I shall behold, before the night, 

The feet of brass, the robe more white than flame, 
The wounded hands, the weary human face. 


Oscar Wilde, 1856-1900 
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From “HUMANITAD” 


O smitten mouth! O forehead crowned with thorn! 
O chalice of all common miseries ! 
Thou for our sakes that loved thee not hast borne 
An agony of endless centuries, 
And we were vain and ignorant nor knew 
That when we stabbed thy heart it was our own real hearts 
we slew. 


Being ourselves the sowers and the seeds, 
The night that covers and the lights that fade, 
The spear that pierces and the side that bleeds, 
The lips betraying and the life betrayed ; 
The deep hath calm: the moon hath rest: but we 
Lords of the natural world are yet our own dread enemy. 


Nay, nay, we are but crucified, and though 
The bloody sweat falls from our brows like rain, 
Loosen the nails—we shall come down I know, 
Stanch the red wounds—we shall be whole again, 
No need have we of hyssop-laden rod, 
That which is purely human, that is Godlike, that is God. 


Oscar Wilde 
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THE COST OF SAVING 


“Some one has touched me,—touched my garment hem: 

For I perceive that power hath issued hence,” 

There stayed the Christ midway, and journeyed thence 
To her just dropped from Jairus’ diadem,— 

A virgin shining pure, worth living, gem 

Of Israel. Can Jesus recompense? 

He may? Who stopped him? Dared such give offense? 
*T was one impure,—and cured! He answers them: 
**Power hath gone out of me.” O, thus began, 

And thus continued, His atonement true. 

Drop after drop. His anguished heart gave man 

The life that saves, till death o’er-anxious grew 
To meet Him face to face, with hell’s dire clan. 

Then Christ gave all, and sin and death o’erthrew. 


Frank W. Gunsaulus, 1856-1921 
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THE NINTH HOUR 


After the shameful trial in the hall, 
The mocking and the scourging, and the pain 
Of Peter’s words; to Herod, and again 
To Pilate’s judgment-seat, the royal pall, 
The cross itself, the vinegar and gall; 
The thieves close by, discipleship proved vain, 
The scoffing crowd, His mother’s tears like rain, 
There came one moment, bitterest of all. 
Yet in that cry, when flesh and spirit failed, 
Last effort of the awful way He trod, 
Which shook the earth, nor left the temple veiled, 
In that exceeding great and bitter cry 
Was conquest. The centurion standing by 
Said, Truly this man was the Son of God. 


Caroline Hazard, 1856- —— 
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THE CROSS CRUCIFEROUS 


Thy Cross cruciferous doth flower in all 
And every cross, dear Lord, assigned to us: 
Ours lowly-statured crosses; Thine how tall, 
Thy Cross cruciferous. 


Thy Cross alone life-giving, glorious: 
For love of Thine, souls love their own when small, 
Easy and light, or great and pcnrderous. 


Since deep calls deep, Lord, hearken when we call; 
When cross calls Cross racking and emulous :— 
Remember us with him who shared Thy gall, 
Thy Cross cruciferous. 
Christina Rossetti 
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COME UNTO ME 


We labor and are heavy-laden. Where 
Shall we find rest unto our souls? We bleed 
On thorn and flint, and rove in pilgrim weed 
From shrine to shrine, but comfort is not there. 

What went we out into thy desert bare, 

O Human Life, to see? Thy greenest reed 
Is Love, unmighty for our utmost need, 
And shaken with the wind of our despair. 

A voice from Heaven like dew on Hermon falleth, 
That voice whose passion paled the olive leaf 
In thy dusky aisles, Gethsemane, thou blest 

Of gardens, *Tis the Man of Sorrows calleth, 
The Man of Sorrows and acquaint with grief: 

“Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.” 


Katherine Lee Bates, 1859- —— 
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AT JERUSALEM 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, who oft 
His love had gathered thee beneath its wings 
And thou wouldst not !—Love crucified aloft 
On Calvary, enthroned the King of Kings. 


Katherine Lee Bates 


193 


From “THE DEATH OF ST. FRANCIS” 


O Heart of Jesus, Sacred, Passionate, 
Anguish it was, yet anguish that was bliss, 

To love them heart to heart, each selfish heart 
To clasp them close, and pray in utter truth— 
“Father, forgive, they know not what they do.” 
One was the heart of him that ground the poor, 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled! 

One was the heart of her that reeked in shame, 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled! 

One was my heart that wasted half its years, 
And knew so little how to use the rest 

To God’s sole glory, and the love of men, 
Poor weary heart, so blinded and misled! 


But O! that Sacred Heart rushed out to them 
In veriest anguish and in veriest bliss, 
Demanding, craving, in sure hope of them, 
“Father, forgive, they know not what they do.” 


And O! that Sacred Heart burnt up in Flame 
Against that harsh misleader of our world, 
And O!T felt an awful thrill of Love 

As with one heart-beat of wild ecstasy 

I set my heel upon that Serpent’s head 

In resolute anguish, watching how the fangs 
Snapped at my heel, and gored it into blood, 
My heel that yet shall grind his head to dust. 
Was it I that did it? Nay, the Christ in me, 
But when I woke His Prints were in my hands, 
And in my feet, while in my side there showed 
As it were the Heart-Wound from the soldier’s lance. 


Arthur Shearly Cripps 
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THE THIEF ON THE CROSS 


Three crosses rose on Calvary against the iron sky, 
Each with its living burden, each with its human cry. 
And all the ages watched there, and there were you and I. 


One bore the God incarnate, reviled by man’s disdain, 
Who through the woe he suffered for our eternal gain, 
With joy of infinite loving assuaged his infinite pain. 


On one the thief repentant conquered his cruel doom, 

Who called at last on Christ and saw his glory through the 
gloom. 

For him after the torment souls of the blest made room. 


And one the unrepentant bore, who his harsh fate defied. 

To him, the child of darkness, all mercy was denied: 

Nailed by his brothers on the cross, he cursed his God and 
died. 


Ah, Christ, who met in Paradise him who had eyes to see, 
Didst thou not greet the other in hell’s black agony? 
And if he knew thy face, Lord, what did he say to thee? 


Harriet Monroe, 1860-—— 
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GOOD FRIDAY IN MY HEART 


Good Friday in my heart! Fear and affright! 
My thoughts are the Disciples when they fled, 
My words the words that priest and soldier said, 
My deed the spear to desecrate the dead. 

And day, Thy death therein, is changed to night. 


Then Easter in my heart sends up the sun. 

My thoughts are Mary, when she turned to see. 
My words are Peter, answering, “Lov’st thou Me?” 
My deeds are all Thine own drawn close to Thee, 
And night and day, since Thou dost rise, are one. 


Mary Elizabeth Coleridge, 1861-1907 
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“O MARTYRED SPIRIT” 


O Martyred Spirit of this helpless Whole, 
Who dost by pain for tyranny atone, 

And in the star, the atom, and the stone, 
Purgest the primal guilt, and in the soul; 

' Rich but in grief, thou dost thy wealth unroll, 
And givest of thy substance to thine own, 
Mingling the love, the laughter, and the groan 
In the large hollow of the heaven’s bowl. 

Fill full my cup; the dregs and honeyed brim 
I take from thy just hand, more worthy love 
For sweetening not the draught for me or him 
What in myself I am, that let me prove; 
Relent not for my feeble prayer, nor dim 

The burning of thine altar for my hymn. 


George Santayana, 1863-——— 
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THE STICK 


To failing strength a stick is given— 
A kindly prop acceptable !— 

Thy Cross upon my road to Heaven 
Upholds me well. 


On wood, the dear Creator hung, 

On wood I lean for second strength— 

I who have found too young—too young 
The road’s gray length! 


O honest friend of simple guise— 
Plain wood, no fluted gold’s emboss— 
I hold thee and my thoughts arise 
To Christ, His Cross! 
May O’Rourke 
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A PRAYER FOR THE HEALING OF THE 
WOUNDS OF CHRIST 


Is not the work done? Nay, for still the Scars 
Are open; still Earth’s Pain stands deified, 
With Arms spread wide: 

And still, like falling stars, 
Its Blood-drops strike the doorposts, where abide 
The watchers with the Bride, 

To wait the final coming of their kin, 

And hear the sound of kingdoms gathering in. 


While Earth wears wounds, still must Christ’s Wounds 
remain, 
Whom Love made Life, and of Whom Life made Pain, 
And of whom Pain made Death. 
No breath, 
Without Him, sorrow draws; no feet 
Wax weary, and no hands hard labour bear, 
But He doth wear 
The travail and the heat: 
Also, for all things perishing, He saith, 
“My grief, My pain, My death.” 


O kindred Constellation of bright stars, 
Ye shall not last for aye! 
Far off there dawns a comfortable day 
Of healing for those Scars: 
When, faint in glory, shall be wiped away 
Each planetary fire, 
Now, all the aching way the balm of Earth’s desire! 
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REDEMPTION 


Far from the healed nations there shall come 
The healing touch: the blind, the lamed, the dumb, 
With sight, and speed, and speech, 
And ardent reach 
Of yearning hands shall cover up from sight 
Those Imprints of a night 
Forever past. And all the Morians’ lands 
Shall stretch out hands of healing to His Hands. 
While to His Feet 
The timid, sweet 
Four-footed ones of earth shall come and lay, 
Forever by, the sadness of their day: 
And, they being healed, healing spring from them. 
So for the Stem 
And Rod of Jesse, roots and trees and flowers, 
Touched with compassionate powers, 
Shall cause the thorny Crown 
To blossom down 


Laurel and bay. 


So lastly to His Side, 

Stricken when, from the Body that had died, 
Going down He saw sad souls being purified, 

Shall rise, out of the deeps no man 

Can sound or scan, 
The morning star of Heaven that once fell 
And fashioned Hell :-— 

Now, star to star 

Mingling to melt where shadeless glories are. 


O Earth, seek deep, and gather up thy soul, 
And come from high and low, and near and far, 
And make Christ whole! 
Laurence Housman, 1865- —— 
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SECOND SEEING 


If He be truly Christ 
The Sacrificed, 
When I am deaf and blind as they 
Who hung Him up between 
The two thieves mean, 
In Calvary upon a moaning day. 


If I not recognize 
Within His eyes 
The slow blood fall down pools of pain, 
Nor on contracted brows 
The thorns that house 
Their swords about the anguish of His brain. 


If I do not perceive 
His mother grieve 
Below the rood where He hangs crossed, 
Nor hear the sea and wind 
Cry, “Thou hast sinned!’ 
Then woe is me that I am doubly lost. 


This is not He alone 
Whom I have known, 
This is all Christ’s since time began. 
The blood of all the dead 
His veins have shed, 
For He is God and Ghost aud Everyman. 


Louis Golding, 1865- —— 
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FROM BETHLEHEM TO CALVARY 


From Bethlehem to Calvary the Saviour’s journey lay; 

Doubt, unbelief, scorn, fear, and hate beset Him day by day, 

But in His heart He bore God’s love that brightened all the 
way. | 


O’er the Judean hills He walked, serene and brave of soul, 
Seeking the beaten paths of men, touching and making whole, 
Dying at last for love of man, on Calvary’s darkened knoll. 


He went with patient step and slow, as one who scatters seed ; 
Like a fierce hunger in His heart He felt the world’s great 
need, 


And the negations Moses gave He changed to loving deed. 


From Bethlehem to Calvary the world still follows on, 
Even as the halt and blind of old along His path were drawn; 
Through Calvary’s clouds they seek the light that led Him 
to the dawn. 
Meredith Nicholson, 1866- —— 


202 


THE SECOND CRUCIFIXION 


Loud mockers in the roaring street 
Say Christ is crucified again: 

Twice pierced His gospel-bearing feet, 
Twice broken His great heart in vain. 


I hear, and to myself I smile, 
For Christ talks with me all the while. 


No angel now to roll the stone 
From off His unawaking sleep. 

In vain shall Mary watch alone, 
In vain the soldiers vigil keep. 


Yet while they deem my Lord is dead 
My eyes are on His shining head. 


Ah! nevermore shall Mary hear 

That voice exceeding sweet and low 
Within the garden calling clear: 

Her Lord is gone, and she must go. 


Yet all the while my Lord I meet 
In every London lane and street. 


Poor Lazarus shall wait in vain, 
And Bartimaeus still go blind; 

The healing hem shall ne’er again 
Be touched by suffering humankind. 
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REDEMPTION 


Yet all the while I see them rest, 
The poor and outcast, on His breast. 


No more unto the stubborn heart 

With gentle knocking shall He plead, 
No more the mystic pity start, 

For Christ twice dead is dead indeed. 


So in the street I hear men say, 
Yet Christ is with me all the day. 


Richard Le Gallienne, 1860- —— 
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GOOD FRIDAY EVENING 


No Cherub’s heart or hand for us might ache, 
No Seraph’s heart of fire had half sufficed; 
Thine own were pierced and broken for our sake, 


O Jesus Christ. 


Therefore we love Thee with our faint good-will, 
We crave to love Thee not as heretofore, 
To love Thee much, to love Thee more and still 
More and yet more. 


; 


Christina Rossetti 
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GOOD FRIDAY NIGHT 


At last the bird that sang so long 
In twilight circles, hushed his song: 
Above the ancient square 

The stars came out here and there. 


Good Friday night!. Some hearts were bowed, 
But some amid the waiting crowd 

Because of too much youth 

Felt not the mystic ruth; 


And of these hearts my heart was one: 
Nor when beneath the arch of stone 
With dirge and candle flame 

The cross of passion canie, 


Did my glad spirit feel reproof 
Though on the awful tree aloof, 
Unspiritual, dead, 

Drooped the ensanguined Head. 


To one who stood where myrtles made 
A little space of deeper shade 

(As I could half descry 

A stranger, even as I), 


I said, ‘““These youths who bear along 
The symbols of their Saviour’s wrong, 
The spear, the garment torn, 

The flaggel, and the thorn,— 
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“Why do they make this mummery? 
Would not a brave man gladly die 
For a much smaller thing 

Than to be Christ and King?”’ 


He answered nothing, and I turned. 
Throned in its hundred candles burned 
The jeweled eidolon 

Of her who bore the Son. 


The crowd was prostrate; still, I felt 
No shame until the stranger knelt; 
Then not to kneel, almost 

Seemed like a vulgar boast. 


I knelt. The doll-face, waxen white, 
Flowered out a living dimness; bright 
Dawned the dear immortal grace 

Of my own mother’s face. 


When we were risen up, the street 
Was vacant; all the air hung sweet 
With lemon-flowers; and soon 


The sky would hold the moon. 


More silently than new-found friends 
To whom much silence makes amends 
For the much babble vain 

While yet their lives were twain, 


We walked along the odorous hill. 
The light was little yet; his will 
I could not see to trace 

Upon his form or face. 
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So when aloft the gold moon broke, 
I cried, heart-stung. As one who woke 
He turned unto my cries 


The anguish of his eyes. 


“Friend! Master!” I cried falteringly, 
“Thou seest the thing they make of thee. 
Oh, by the light divine 

My mother shares with thine, 


“TI beg that I may lay my head 
Upon thy shoulder and be fed 
With thoughts of brotherhood!” 
So through the odorous wood, 


More silently than friends new-found 
We walked. At the first meadow bound 
His figure ashen-stoled 

Sank in the moon’s broad gold. 


William Vaughn Moody, 1869-1910 
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From “THE FIRE BRINGER” 


Of wounds and sore defeat 

I made my battle stay: 

Winged sandals for my feet 

I wove of my delay; 

Of weariness and fear 

I made my shouting spear, 

Of loss and doubt and dread 

And swift oncoming doom 

I made a helmet for my head 

And a flowing plume. 

From the shutting mist of death 
From the failure of the breath 

I made a battle horn to blow 

Across the vales of overthrow. 

O hearken, love, the battle horn! 
The triumph clear, the silver scorn. 
O hearken where the Echoes bring 
Down the grey disastrous morn 


Laughter and rallying— 
William Vaughn Moody 
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THE COMPASSION 


Saviour! by Thy sweet compassion, so unmeasured, so divine; 

By that bitter, bitter Passion, by that Crimson Cross of 
Thine; 

By the woes Thy love once tasted in this sin-marred world 
below; 

Succor those in tribulation, succor those in sorrow now! 

Lord! Thou hast a holy purpose in each suffering we bear; 

In each throe of pain and terror; in each secret, silent tear; 

In the weary days of sickness, famine, want and loneliness; 

In our night-time of bereavement, in our soul’s Lent-bitter- 
ness. 

All the needful sweet correction of this gentle Hand of Thine; 

All Thy wise and careful nurture, all Thy faultless discipline; 

All to purge the precious metal, *till it shall reflect Thy 
face; 

All to shape and polish jewels Thine own diadem to grace! 

Lord! we know that we must ever take our cross, and follow 
Thee 

All along the narrow pathway, if we would Thy Glory see. 

Then, oh, help us each to bear it, by thine own hard life of 
shame; 

Let us suffer well and meekly, let us Glorify Thy name! 


Ada Cambridge 
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THERE IS A MAN ON THE CROSS 


Whenever there is silence around me 
By day or by night— 
I am startled by a cry. 
It came down from the cross— 
The first time I heard it. 
I went out and searched— 
And found a man in the throes of crucifixion, 
And I said, “I will take you down,” 
And I tried to take the nails out of his feet. 
But he said, “let them be 
For I cannot be taken down 
Until every man, every woman, and every child 
Come together to take me down.” 
And I said, “But I cannot bear your cry. 
What can I do?” 
And he said, “Go about the world— 
Tell every one that you meet— 
There is a man on the cross.” 
Elizabeth Cheney 
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CALVARY 


Friendless and faint, with martyred steps and slow, 
Faint for the flesh, but for the spirit free, 

Stung by the mob that came to see the show, 

The Master toiled along to Calvary: 

We gibed him, as he went, with houndish glee, 
Till his dim eyes for us did overflow: 

We cursed his vengeless hands thrice wretchedly,— 
And this was nineteen hundred years ago. 


But after nineteen hundred years the shame 

Still clings, and we have not made good the loss 
That outraged faith has entered in his name. 
Ah, when shall come love’s courage to be strong! 
Tell me, O Lord—tell me, O Lord, how long 

Are we to keep Christ writhing on the cross! 


Edwin Arlington Robinson, 1869- —— 
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JESUS CRUCIFIED 


I see my Jesus crucified, 

His wounded hands and feet and side, 
His sacred flesh all rent and torn, 

His bloody crown of sharpest thorn. 


Those cruel nails, I drove them in, 
Each time I pierced Him with my sin; 
That crown of thorns ’twas I who wove, 


When I despised His gracious love. 


Then to those feet I'll venture near, 
And wash them with a contrite tear, 
And every bleeding wound I see, 

T’ll think He bore them all for me. 


Deep graven on my sinful heart, 
Oh, never may that form depart, 
That with me always may abide 

The thought of Jesus crucified. 


Gregory Hymnal, Page 24 
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CRUCIFIXION 


In the crowd’s multitudinous mind 
Terror and passion embrace, 
Whilst the darkness heavily blind 
Hides face from horror-struck face; 
And all men, huddled and dumb, 
Shrink from the death-strangled cry, 
And the hidden terror to come, 
And the dead men hurrying by. 
White gleams from the limbs of the dead 
Raised high o’er the blood-stained sod, 
And the soldier shuddered and said, 
‘Lo, this was the Son of God.” 
Nay, but all Life is one, 
A wind that wails through the vast, 
And this deed is never done, 
This passion is never past. 
When any son of man by man’s blind doom 
On any justest scaffold strangled dies, 
Once more across the shadow-stricken gloom 
Against the sun the dark-winged Horror flies, 
A lost voice cries from the far olive trees 
Weary and harsh with pain, a desolate cry, 
What ye have done unto the least of these 
Is done to God in Heaven, for earth and sky, 
And bird and beast, green leaves and golden sun, 
Men’s dreams, the starry dust, the bread, the wine, 
Rivers and seas, my soul and his, are one 
Through all things flows one life austere, divine, 
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Strangling the murderer you are slaying me, 

Scattering the stars and leaves like broken bread, 
Casting dark shadows on the sun-lit sea, 

Striking the swallows and the sea-gulls dead, 
Making the red rose wither to its fall, 

Darkening the sunshine, blasting the green sod,— 
Wounding one soul, you wound the soul of all, 


The unity of Life, the soul of God. 
Eva Gore Booth, 1872-1926 
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THE CROSS 


One day while you sit quiet in your cell, 

The little Christ will come to you and say, 
‘Where is my cross?” “OQ, it is far away. 

We keep no cross where love and beauty dwell, 
Why should we need a cross who have no hell?”— 
Outside the door a passion flower will sway, 
Beneath a bee: and from the dogwood spray 

One petal fall as limpid as a shell. 

Then with a wistful lifting of the head, 

The little Christ will walk out through your door 
Under the apple blossoms silently. 

And you will miss the light His presence shed, 
And slightly shiver, feeling on the floor, 

The long, sad shadow of Persephone. 


Mildred Whitney Stillman 
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NOT ALL THE CROSSES 


Not all the crosses are on hills 
Against a livid sky, 

Not all the riven hands are scarred, 
Nor all the pierced hearts die! 


We face a thousand little deaths 
That none may see or guess 

What searing wounds we hide beneath 
Our body’s loveliness. 


The little song that missed its way, 
Love, patient and unclaimed, 

Old scornful words whose memory 
Still turns us sick and shamed,— 


A smile that flicked a scorpion lash, 
Grey eyes that did not heed, 

The friend beloved and leaned upon 
Who failed us in our need! 


Not all the crosses are on hills,—. 
And oh, God, keep in sight 

Those who come down from Calvary 
With hands unscarred and white! 


Lucile Kendrick 


217 


OBERAMMERGAU 


Rich man, poor man, beggar-man, thief, 
Over the hills to the mountain folk, 
Doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief, 

Across the world they find their way: 
Christ will be crucified to-day. 


Christ will hang high and we are here, 
Villager, are there beds for us? 
Soup and bread and a pot of beer? 
—Weary Gentile, Turk and Jew, 
Lord and peasant, Christian too.— 


Who called His Name? What was it spoke? 
Perhaps I dreamed. Then my walls dreamed! 
I saw them shaking as I woke. 

The dawn tuned silver harps, and there 

The Star hung singing in the air. 


‘Rich man, rich man, drawing near, 

Have you not heard of the needle’s eye? 
Beggar, whom do you follow here? 

Did you give to the poor as He bade you do? 
Proud sir, which of the thieves are you? 


“Doctor, lawyer, whom do you seek? 

Do you succor the needy and ask no fee? 
Chief, will you turn the other cheek? 
Merchant, there is a story grim 

Of money-changers scourged by Him!” 


218 


AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE CROSS 


The Star leaned lower from the sky: 
*“O men in holy orders dressed, 
Hurrying so to see Him die, 
Important as becomes your creed, 


Why bring you dogma for his need?” 


The streets of Oberammergau 

Are waking now, are crowding now, 
The Star has fallen like a tear, 
There is a tree with a waiting bough 
Not far from here. 


Rich man, poor man, beggar and thief, 
Over the hills to the mountain folk, 
Doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief, 
Magdalene, Mary, great with grief, 
And Martha walking heavily .. . 


Doubter ... dreamer... Which am I? 
Lord, help thou mine unbelief. 


Leonora Speyer, 1872--—— 
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TO A LITTLE XIITH CENTURY FIGURE OF THE 
CRUCIFIED CHRIST: THE CROSS MISSING 


Where is your cross, poor homeless One? I see 
The piteous stretching of your hands and feet— 
This is the gesture, somber and complete, 
In bloodless bronze, of your long agony. 
And where the nails that held you to the tree? 
Here are the faint stigmata, cruel-swecet, 
And in my heart there sounds the hammer’s beat: 
O Son of God, be crucified in me! 


Come, walk my Calvary of womanhood, 
Taste the wild hyssop of my hidden tear, 
Wear my gay crown and know my laughing spear, 
Call Magdalene in purple to my rood: 
Hang, Christ that died for love, upon my pain, 
Between pale thieves, the dreams that dream in vain! 


Leonora Speyer 
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THE EMPTY CROSS 


The eve of Golgotha had come, 7 
And Christ lay shrouded in the garden Tomb; 
Among the olives, oh, how dumb, 

How sad the sun incarnadined the gloom! 


The hill grew dim—the pleading cross 
Reached empty arms toward the closing gate. 
Jerusalem, oh, count thy loss! 

Oh, hear ye! hear ye! ere it be too late! 


Reached bleeding arms—but how in vain! 
The murmurous multitude within the wall 
Already had forgot His pain— 

To-morrow would forget the cross—and all! 


They knew not Rome, before its sign, 

Bending her brow bound with the nation’s threne, 
Would sweep all lands from Nile to Rhine 

In servitude unto the Nazarene. 


Nor knew that millions would forsake 

Ancestral shrines great with the glow of time, 
And lifting up its token shake 

Afons with thrill of love or battle’s crime. 


With empty arms aloft it stood: 

Ah, Scribe and Pharisee, ye builded well! 

The cross emblotted with His blood 

Mounts, highest Hope of men, against earth’s hell! 


Cale Young Rice, 1872- —— 
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ON A SCULPTURED HEAD OF THE CHRIST * 


I saw it once where myriad works adorn 
Encloistered walls as with a Cloth of Gold; 
Then did I see, still fair in every fold, 

Still jewel-strewn, the robe a king had worn. 

I glimpsed a god, of antique glory born; 

A boasted picture, and a carven gem,— 
Soul-sick, the while, to view, unvexed of them, 
That simple Christus with its crown of thorn! 


The World is old; she hath seen many wars; 
And states and kingdoms crowd her courts like grass; 
Princes in pride she watches where they pass 
Unnumbered and innumerable as the stars; 
Then turns, a child with tired feet homeward set, 
Back to the Cross, and lo! her lids are wet. 


Mahlon Leonard Fisher, 1874- —— 


* Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower’s “It is Finished,” in the Metro- 
politan Museum of Art, New York. 
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CORPUS CHRISTI 


Come, dear Heart! ; 
The fields are white to harvest: come and see 

As in a glass the timeless mystery 

Of love, whereby we feed 

On God, our bread indeed. 

Torn by the sickles, see him share the smart 

Of travailing Creation: maimed, despised, 

Yet by his lovers the more dearly prized 

Because for us he lays his beauty down— 

Last toll paid by Perfection for our loss! 

Trace on these fields his everlasting Cross, | 

And o’er the stricken sheaves the Immortal Victim’s crown. 


From far horizons came a Voice that said, 

“Lo! from the hand of Death take thou thy daily bread.” 
Then I, awakening, saw 

A splendour burning in the heart of things: 

The flame of living love which lights the law 

Of mystic death that works the mystic birth. 

I knew the patient passion of the earth, 

Maternal, everlasting, whence there springs 


The Bread of Angels and the life of man. 


Now in each blade 

I, blind no longer, see 

The glory of God’s growth: know it to be 
An earnest of the Immemorial Plan. 

Yea, I have understood 
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How all things are one great oblation made: 
He on our altars, we on the world’s rood. 

Even as this corn, 

Earth-born, 

We are snatched from the sod; 

Reaped, ground to grist, 

Crushed and tormented in the Mills of God, 
And offered at Life’s hands, a living Eucharist. 


Evelyn Underhill, 18'75- —— 
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COMRADE JESUS. 


Thanks to St. Matthew, who had been 
At mass-meetings in Palestine, 

We knew whose side was spoken for 
When Comrade Jesus took the floor. 


**Where sore they toil and hard they he, 
Among the great unwashed, dwell I:— 
The tramp, the convict, I am he; 
Cold-shoulder him, cold-shoulder me.” 


By Dives’ door, with thoughtful eye, 

He did to-morrow prophesy :— 

“The kingdom’s gate is low and small; 
The rich can scarce wedge through at all.” 


“A dangerous man,” said Caiaphas, 
“An ignorant demagogue, alas! 
Friend of low women, it is he 
Slanders the upright Pharisee.”’ 


For law and order, it was plain, 

For Holy Church, he must be slain. 

The troops are there to awe the crowd: 
And violence was not allowed. 


Their clumsy force with force to foil 
His strong, clean hands he would not soil. 
He saw their childishness quite plain 
Between the lightnings of his pain. 
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Between the twilights of his end, 

He made his fellow-felon friend: 
With swollen tongue and blinded eyes, 
Invited him to paradise. 


Ah, let no Local him refuse! 
Comrade Jesus hath paid his dues. 
Whatever other be debarred, 
Comrade Jesus hath his red card. 


Sarah N. Cleghorn, 1876- —— 
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JUDGE ME, O LORD 


“T press towards the goal unto the prize 
of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus” 


If I had been in Palestine 
A poor disciple I had been. 
I had not risked or purse or limb 
All to forsake, and follow Him. 
But with the vast and wondering throng 
I too had stood and listened long; 
I too had felt my spirit stirred 
When the Beatitudes I heard. 


With the glad crowd that sang the psalm, 
I too had sung, and strewed the palm; 
Then slunk away in dastard shame 
When the High Priest denounced His name, 
But when my late companions cried 
“Away! let Him be crucified!” 
I would have begged, with tremulous 
Pale lips, ““Release Him unto us!” 


Beside the cross when Mary prayed, 
A great way off I too had stayed; 
Not even in that hour had dared, 
And for my dying Lord declared; 
But beat upon my craven breast, 
And loathed my coward heart, at least, 
To think my life I dared not stake 
And beard the Romans for His sake. 


Sarah N. Cleghorn 
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THE HERETICS 


A row of bearded fellows ... four... 

In hand-cuffs . . . chained to an iron bar... 
Their bare feet straining to the slimy floor ... 
Stripped to their ragged underwear... 

Their bruises not yet hardened to ascar... 
Four bearded chins upon four breasts in prayer. 


The twilight made by one high oblong’s dim 
On him... and him... and him... and him. 


Perhaps no matter . . . there’s not much to see... 

No blanket on the cold and clammy bricks . . 

No bread ; . . no pitcher... bowl). ... or pailiveae 
But once in twenty-four or thirty-six 

Slow hours of this well conducted jail, 

The keepers come with cups of water... four... 
At which each chained man licks .. . 

Come with four crusts for jaws... 

At which each chained man gnaws ... 

(Chained man! ... chained dog? . .. chained bear?) ... 
Between the cursings . . . clubbings . . . kicks. 

The keepers go . . . they climb the long stone stair .. . 
And all below’s the same once more— 

Four bearded chins upon four breasts in prayer. 

It is a quiet place... 

Quiet for four ... or three ... ortwo... or one. 


A little moaning ... “Father”... “God”... “thy 
face,” 

And ... “will be done” ... “thy will be done!” 

That’eiall). 4: 
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Except at times the free 

Far wash and rumble of the western sea 

Against the rocks beside the dungeon wall. 

For though the dark brine seep... and seep... and 
seep... 

And crumble the mortar . . . it’s so silently, 

At least when four are standing in their sleep. 


Quiet, so quiet, while the thunders pass, 

And the great winds of sunset sweep 

Over the prison-island Alcatraz. 

Quiet, so quiet . . . where each stands, 

Two hands strung up, beside two strung-up hands... 
They do not hear the statesmen, far and near, 

In hills, and fields, and towns above, 

Proclaiming liberty to all the lands 

And all the inhabitants thereof! 


No motion in this damp, chill under-air .. . 

A kind of stale and stagnant fog .. . 

For ages pent... 

The Spaniards brought and housed it there .. . 
Of old from some Peruvian bog... 

And now it’s poisoned by such excrement 

As hollow hunger and dry thirst can spare 

Of four men in a row, half-spent— 

Four bearded chins upon four breasts in prayer. 


Why bother ?— 

There has been many another .. . 

For instance, Bonnevard and brother... 
Isaac of York and sundry Jews 

Who got the rack or screws ... 

And Torquemada’s heretics, 

For dabbling in forbidden tricks, 
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Were put to boil in Christian oil, 
Or roasted over consecrated sticks. 


There has been many another— 

Why bother? 

A row of bearded fellows ... four... 

And all because 

So gentle, and long-suffering, and odd .. . 

They had an understanding with their God .. . 

They had the will and strength to keep the clause .. . 

To bear ... and bear... and bear... and bear {gy 
They would not give their bodies up to war .. . 

Four bearded chins on four dead breasts in prayer. 


William Ellery Leonard, 1876- 


(I owe an apology to the authorities at Alcatraz for this poetic 
license—only two of the four are dead as yet, and they died only 
after their broken bodies had been taken down and shipped to 
Leavenworth, where scurvy and pneumonia finished the business. ) 
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DEAF 


This day last year I heard the curlew calling 
By Hallypike, 

And the clear tinkle of hill-waters falling 
Down slack and syke. 


But now I cannot hear the shrapnel’s screaming, 
The screech of shells: 

And if again I see the blue lough gleaming 
Among the fells, 


Unheard of me will be the curlew’s calling 
By Hallypike, 

And the clear tinkle of hill-waters falling 
Down slack and syke. 


Wilfrid Wilson Gibson, 1878- —— 
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THE MESSAGES 


“I cannot quite remember . . . There were five 
Dropt dead beside me in the trench—and three 
Whispered their dying messages to me. . .” 


Back from the trenches, more dead than alive, 
Stone-deaf and dazed, and with a broken knee, 
He hobbled slowly, muttering vacantly: 


“JY cannot quite remember . . . There were five 
Dropt dead beside me in the trench—and three 
Whispered their dying messages to me... 


“Their friends are waiting, wondering how they thrive— 
Waiting a word in silence patiently ... 
But what they said, or who their friends may be - 


“IT cannot quite remember . . . There were five 
Dropt dead beside me in the trench—and three 
Whispering their dying messages tome. . .” 


Wilfrid Wilson Gibson 
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BUTTONS 


I have been watching the war map slammed up for adver- 
tising in front of the newspaper office. 

Buttons—red and yellow buttons—blue and black buttons— 
are shoved back and forth across the map. 


A laughing young man, sunny with freckles, 

Climbs a ladder, yells a joke to somebody in the crowd, 

And then fixes a yellow button one inch west 

And follows the yellow button with a black button one inch 
west. 


(Ten thousand men and boys twist on their bodies in a red 
soak along a river edge, 

Gasping of wounds, calling for water, some rattling death 
in their throats.) 

Who by Christ would guess what it cost to move two buttons 
one inch on the war map here in front of the newspaper 
office where the freckle-faced young man is laughing to 
us? 

Carl Sandburg, 1878- ——— 
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WOOD OF THE CROSS 


Wood of the Cross, you might have been 
Pale-budded then for spring; 

Wood of the Cross, you might have shared 
New life with everything. 


If there was need to cut you down, 
They might have made of you 

A little house in a silent town 
Where dusky olives grew. 


Lamb of the Cross, You might have been 
Alive for many a day, 

Walking with those who held You dear 
Along some ancient way. 


If there was need for You to die, 
Why did they kill You so? 

Why did they make you tread the way 
That low men used to go? 


Wood of the Cross, you might have died 
Ere many years had passed, 

But now you will be blossoming 
As long as earth shall last. 


Lamb of the Cross, You might have been 
A myth, a passing dream; 

But now you are the Risen Lord 
Whom great and poor esteem. 


Violet Alleyn Storey 
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THE QUESTION 


I saw the Son of God go by 
Crowned with the crown of Thorn. 

“Was It not finished, Lord?” I said, 
“And all the anguish borne?” 


He turned on me His awful eyes: 
‘*Hast thou not understood? 

Lo! Every soul is Calvary, 
And every sin a Rood.” 


Rachel Annand Taylor 
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THE WHITE COMRADE 


Under our curtain of fire, 

Over the clotted clods, 

We charged, to be withered, to reel 
And despairingly wheel 

When the bugles bade us retire 
From the terrible odds. 


As we ebbed with the battle-tide, 
Fingers of red-hot steel 

Suddenly closed on my side. 

I fell, and began to pray. 

I crawled on my hands and lay 
Where a shallow crater yawned wide; 
Then I swooned.... 


When I woke, it was yet day. 
Fierce was the pain of my wound, 
But I saw it was death to stir, 
For fifty paces away 

Their trenches were. 

In torture I prayed for the dark 
And the stealthy step of my friend 
Who, stanch to the very end, 
Would creep to the danger zone 
And offer his life as a mark 

To save my own. 


Night fell. I heard his tread, 
Not stealthy, but firm and serene, 
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As if my comrade’s head 

Were lifted far from the scene 

Of passion and pain and dread; 
As if my comrade’s heart 

In carnage took no part; 

As if my comrade’s feet 

Were set on some radiant street 
Such as no darkness might haunt; 
As if my comrade’s eyes, 

No deluge of flame could surprise, 
No death and destruction daunt, 
No red-beaked bird dismay, 

Nor sight of decay. 


Then in the bursting shell’s dim light 

I saw he was clad in white. 

For a moment I thought that I saw the smock 
Of a shepherd in search of his flock. 

Alert were the enemy, too, 

And their bullets flew 

Straight at a mark no bullet could fail; 

For the seeker was tall and his robe was bright; 
But he did not flee nor quail. 

Instead, with unhurrying stride 

He came, 

And gathering my tall frame, 

Like a child, in his arms... 


I slept, 

And awoke 

From a blissful dream 

In a cave by a stream. 

My silent comrade had bound my side. 

No pain now was mine, but a wish that I spoke,— 
A mastering wish to serve this man 
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Who had ventured through hell my doom to revoke, 
As only the truest of comrades can. 

I begged him to tell me how best I might aid him, 
And urgently prayed him 

Never to leave me, whatever betide; 

When I saw he was hurt— 

Shot through the hands that were clasped in prayer! 
Then, as the dark drops gathered there 

And fell in the dirt, 

The wounds of my friend 

Seemed to me such as no man might bear. 

Those bullet-holes in the patient hands 

Seemed to transcend 

All horrors that ever these war-drenched lands 
Had known or would know till the mad world’s end. 
Then suddenly I was aware 

That his feet had been wounded, too; 

And, dimming the white of his side, 

A dull stain grew. 

“You are hurt, White Comrade!” I cried. 

His words I already foreknew: 

“These are old wounds,” said he, 

“But of late they have troubled me.” 


Robert Haven Schauffler, 18'79- —— 
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THE NAILS 


So, you’re stretched on the planks, you schemer, 
Earth disturber, heaven blasphemer. 


You’ve been a wonder for getting in wrong. 
Somebody fetch the nails along! 


What’s the first one? Envy, is’t? 
Spread out his fingers, clamp the wrist 


To steady his palm for the ragged point. 
No, don’t set it too near the joint! 


There, that’s better. Keep it firm.— 
Funny he doesn’t begin to squirm.— 


Hate is the hammer to pound it through. 
Strike! . . . Aha! how’s that for you? 


He don’t wince now much, but he will 
Perhaps when his numb flesh feels the chill 


Of the bitter metal’s tearing bite. 
At least his left hand will no more spite 


His betters by feigning it can hold 
More than rank or power or gold. 


Next his right hand. What’s the nail? 
Scorn. I see his lips go pale. 
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Well he knows that its iron tooth 
Is worse than Envy’s barb uncouth. 


Strike! Do you flinch to hear him groan? . 
Hark! how it crunched the brittle bone. 


Silly hand, it’s well you’re fast, or 
You might again be cheating your master, 


Giving away what most he needs, 
Egging his wits into spendthrift deeds. 


Now for the nails to stop his feet 
From gathering dust on the common street. 


Here is Malice, an ugly spike, 
Long with a good broad head to strike? 


Send it in straight! . . . No more of your tumbling, 
Vagrant foot, so apt at stumbling 


In shady places—you know what I mean,— 
That pretty street walker, the Magdalene. 


As for the other foot, fetch out Fear. 
Ho! you have dogged us many a year, 


Foot, with your plodding patience, have you? 
And all the while with no head to save you. 


Drive the nail deep there! . . . Good! that’s done. 
Now, feet, I think you will hardly run 


About so freely to stir the rabble 
And wake dull mouths to a senseless babble. 
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Often you used to trouble our peace 
With a strange soft tread that never would cease 


Night or day. We heard it pursuing 
Like a shepherd that drove us to our undoing, 


Turned us out of our pleasant ways 
To lonely pastures of dangerous days, 


Urged us on till we lost our breath 
Toward sorrow and toil and shame and death. 


But, thank our stars! we’ve escaped at last, 
Pursued you in turn and nailed you fast. 


Brothers, to-night we may all sleep fair 
And each be proud to have done his share. 


Look how we have him, helpless, dumb; 
And the worst of his torment is still to come. 


Lift him up. Let the show begin.— 
Which was the nail, friend, that you drove in? 


Charles Wharton Stork, 1881--—— 
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THE POET 


A poet lived in Galilee 
Whose mother dearly knew him 
And his beauty like a cooling tree 
Drew many people to him. 


He loved the speech of simple men 
And little children’s laughter; 
He came, they always came again, 
He went—they followed after. 


He had sweet-hearted things to say, 
And he was solemn only 

When people were unkind that day; 
He’d stand there straight and lonely 


And tell them what they ought to do; 
“Love other folk,” he pleaded, 

“As you love me and I love you!” 
But almost no one heeded. 


A poet died in Galilee 

They stared at him and slew him... 
What would they do to you and me 

If we should say we knew him? 


Witter Bynner, 1881- —— 
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I THINK OF HIM AS ONE WHO FIGHTS 


You think of him as one who fails, 

I think of him as one who fights, 

Who goes on strange adventurous ways 
Through tortured days and dangerous nights. 


You know him by the fallen flesh, 

The cruel trap where he was caught, 

I know him by the lifted brow 

And by the Cause for which he fought. 


And he went first and he went far 
With glorious banners lifted high— 
And you and I'll have different ways 
Of judging him, until we die. 


For if he wins or if he falls— 

I know ’tis written in God’s laws 
That he who fights on the right side 
Shall wear the splendor of the Cause. 


You know him by the grievous wound 
And by the earth on which he lies— 
I know him by the patient worth 
And the deep sadness of his eyes. 


You judge him by the hostile mood 

Which was the Devil’s battle shout, 

I judge him by his quest for God 

And by the things he prays about. 
243 


REDEMPTION 


And you shall have your place of pride 
And lifted banner glittering bright— 
But the whole earth shall hear him speak 
Of One who raised him in the night. 


And you shall stay in Heaven—perchance— 
With righteous souls that do not err, 

But he shall come to earth again 

And comfort with the Comforter. 


You think of him as one who fails, 

I think of him as one who fights — 

Who ventures steep and perilous ways 
Through tortured days and dangerous nights. 


Anna Hempstead Branch 
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VIA CRUCIS 


Out of the dark we come, nor know 

Into what outer dark we go. 

Wings sweep across the stars at night, 
Sweep and are lost in flight, 

And down the star-strewn windy lanes the sky 
Is empty as before the wings went by. 

We dare not lift our eyes, lest we should see 
The utter quiet of eternity; 

So, in the end, we come to this: 


Christ-Mary’s kiss. 


We cannot brook the wide sun’s might, 
We are alone and chilled by night ; 
We stand, atremble and afraid, 
Upon the small worlds we have made; 
Fearful, lest all our poor control 
Should turn and tear us to the soul; 
A dread, lest we should be denied 
The price we hold our ragged pride; 
So in the end we cast them by 

For a gaunt cross against the sky. 


To those who question is the fine reward 

Of the brave heart who fights with broken sword 
In the dark night against an unseen enemy; 
There is not any hope of victory. 

While sweat is sweet and earthly ways and toil, 
The touch of shoulders, scent of new-turned soil, 
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Striving itself amid the thrusting throng, 
And love that comes with white hands strong; 
But on itself the long path turns again, 

To find at length the hill of pain. 


Such only do we know and see; 

Starlight and evening mystery, 

Sunlight on peaks and dust-red plain, 
Thunder and the quick breath of rain, 
Stirring of fields and all the lovely things 
That season after season brings; 

Young dawn and quiet night 

And the earth’s might. 

But all our wisdom and our wisdom’s plan 
End in the lonely figure of a Man. 


Maxwell Struthers Burt, 1882-—— 
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THE VOICE OF CHRISTMAS 


I cannot put the Presence by, of Him, the Crucified, 

Who moves men’s spirits with His love as doth the moon 
the tide; 

Again I see the Life He lived, the godlike Death He died. 


Again I see upon the cross that great Soul-battle fought, 

Into the texture of the world the tale of which is wrought 

Until it hath become the woof of human deed and thought,— 

And, joining with the cadenced bells that all the morning fill, 

His cry of agony doth yet my inmost being thrill, 

Like some fresh grief from yesterday that tears the heart- 
strings still. 


He comes to break the barriers down raised up by barren 
creeds ; 

Above the globe from zone to zone, like sunlight He pro- 
ceeds; 

He comes to give the World’s starved heart the perfect love 
it needs, — 


The Christ, Whose friends have played Him false, Whom 
Dogmas have belied, 
Still speaking to the hearts of men—tho’ shamed and 


crucified, 
The Master of the centuries Who will not be denied! 


Harry Kemp, 1883- —— 
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SIMON THE CYRENEAN 


This is the tale from first to last :— 
Outside Jerusalem 

I saw them lead a prisoner past 
With thorns for diadem. 

Broken and weak and driven fast 
He fell at my garment’s hem. 


There stood no other stranger by 
On me they laid his load. 

The Cross whereon he was to die 
I bore along the road, 

I saw him nailed, I heard him cry 


Forsaken of his God. 


Now I am dead as well as he, 
And, marvel strange to tell, 

But him they nailed upon the tree 
Is Lord of Heaven and Hell, 

And judgeth who doth wickedly, 
Rewardeth who doth well. 


He has given to me the beacons four, 
A Cross in the southern sky, 

In token that his Cross I bore 
In his extremity ; 

For one I never knew before 
The day he came to die. 


Lucy Lyttelton, 1884- —— 
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CROSS OF JESUS, CROSS OF SORROW 


Cross of Jcsus, cross of sorrow, 
Where the blood of Christ was shed, 
Perfect man on thee did suffer, 


Perfect God on thee has bled! 


Here the King of all the ages, 

Thron’d in light ’ere worlds could be, 
Robed in mortal flesh is dying, 

Crucified by sin for me. 


O mysterious condescending! 
O abandonment sublime! 
Very God Himself is bearing 
All the sufferings of time! 


Evermore for human failure 
By His passion we can plead; 
God has borne all mortal anguish, 
Surely He will know our need. 


James S. Simpson, 1886- —— 
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ROUGE BOUQUET 


In a wood they call the Rouge Bouquet 
There is a new-made grave to-day, 
Built by never a spade nor pick 
Yet covered with earth ten metres thick. 
There he many fighting men, 
Dead in their youthful prime, 
Never to laugh nor love again 
Nor taste the Summertime. 
For Death came flying through the air 
And stopped his flight at the dugout stair, 
Touched his prey and left them there, 
Clay to clay. 
He hid their bodies stealthily 
In the soil of the land they fought to free 
And fled away. 
Now over the grave abrupt and clear 
Three volleys ring; 
And perhaps their brave young spirits hear 
The bugle sing: 
“Go to sleep! 
Go to sleep! 
Slumber well where the shell screamed and fell. 
Let your rifles rest on the muddy floor, 
You will not need them any more. 
Danger’s past; 
Now at last, 
Go to sleep!” 


There is on earth no worthier grave 


To hold the bodies of the brave 
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Than this place of pain and pride 
Where they nobly fought and nobly died. 
Never fear but in the skies 
Saints and angels stand 
Smiling with their holy eyes 
On this new-come band. | 
St. Michael’s sword darts through the air 
And touches the aureole on his hair 
As he sees them stand saluting there, 
His stalwart sons; 
And Patrick, Brigid, Columkill 
Rejoice that in veins of warriors still 
The Gael’s blood runs. 
And up to Heaven’s doorway floats, 
From the wood called Rouge Bouquet, 
A delicate cloud of buglenotes 
That softly say: 
“Farewell! 
Farewell! 
Comrades true, born anew, peace to you! 
Your souls shall be where the heroes are 
And your memory shine like the morning-star. 
Brave and dear, 
Shield us here, 
Farewell !” 
Joyce Kilmer, 1886-1918 
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THE PEACEMAKER 


Upon his will he binds a radiant chain, 

For Freedom’s sake he is no longer free. 
It is his task the slave of Liberty, 

With his own blood to wipe away a stain. 

That pain may cease, he yields his flesh to pain. 
To banish war, he must a warrior be, 
He dwells in Night, eternal Dawn to see, 

, And gladly dies, abundant life to gain. 


What matters Death, if Freedom be not dead? 

No flags are fair, if Freedom’s flag be furled. 
Who fights for Freedom, goes with joyful tread 

To meet the fires of Hell against him hurled, 
And has for captain Him whose thorn-wreathed head 

Smiles from the Cross upon a conquered world. 


Joyce Kilmer 
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A PRAYER OF A SOLDIER IN FRANCE 


My shoulders ache beneath my pack 
(Lie easier, Cross, upon His back). 


I march with feet that burn and smart 
(Tread, Holy Feet, upon my heart). 


Men shout at me who may not speak 
(They scourged Thy back and smote Thy cheek). 


I may not lft a hand to clear 
My eyes of salty drops that sear. 


(Then shall my fickle soul forget 
Thy Agony of Bloody Sweat?) 


My rifle hand is stiff and numb 
(From Thy pierced palm red rivers come). 


Lord, Thou didst suffer more for me 
Than all the hosts of land and sea. 


So let me render back again 


This millionth of Thy gift. Amen. 
Joyce Kilmer 
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PENNIES 


A few long-hoarded pennies in his hand, 
Behold him stand; 

A kilted Hedonist, perplexed and sad. 
The joy that once he had, 

The first delight of ownership is fled. 
He bows his little head. 

Ah, cruel Time, to kill 

That splendid thrill! 


Then in his tear-dimmed eyes 

New lights arise. 

He drops his treasured pennies on the ground, 
They roll and bound 

And scattered, rest. 

Now with what zest 

He runs to find his errant wealth again! 


So unto men 

Doth God, depriving that He may bestow. 
Fame, health and money go, 

But that they may, new found, be newly sweet. 
Yea, at His feet 

Sit, waiting us, to their concealment bid, 

All they, our lovers, whom His Love hath hid. 


Lo, comfort blooms on pain, and peace on strife, 
And gain on loss, 

What is the key to Everlasting Life? 
A blood-stained Cross. 


Joyce Kilmer 
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THE FLESH AND THE DREAM 


The baffled dreamer, the defeated Christ 

That for your love upon the cross-tree hung— 
O take Him to your bosom, give Him rest 
Close at the wanton wonder of your breast, 

O carnal World, forever well and young! 


John Hall Wheelock, 1886- —— 
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My faith is all a doubtful thing, 
Wove on a doubtful loom,— 
Until there comes, each showery spring, 
A cherry tree in bloom; 
And Christ who died upon a tree 
That death had stricken bare, 
Comes beautifully back to me, 
In blossoms, everywhere. 


David Morton, 1886- —— 
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I SAW THE SUN AT MIDNIGHT, RISING RED 


I saw the Sun at ‘midnight, rising red, 
Deep-hued, yet glowing, heavy with the stain 
Of blood-compassion, and J saw It gain 
Swiftly in size and growing till It spread 

Over the stars; the heavens bowed their head 
As from Its heart slow dripped a crimson rain, 
Then a tremor shook It, as of pain— 

The night fell, moaning, as It hung there dead. 


O Sun, O Christ, O bleeding Heart of flame! 
Thou giv’st Thine agony as our life’s worth, 
And mak’st it infinite, lest we have dearth 
Of rights wherewith to call upon thy Name; 
Thou pawnest Heaven as a pledge for Earth, 
And for our glory sufferest all shame. 


Joseph Mary Plunkett, 1887-1916 
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I SEE HIS BLOOD UPON THE ROSE 


I see His blood upon the rose 

And in the stars the glory of His eyes, 
His body gleams amid eternal snows, 
His tears fall from the skies. 


I see His face in every flower; 

The thunder and the singing of the birds 
Are but His voice—and carven by His power 
Rocks are His written words. 


All pathways by His feet are worn, 

His strong heart stirs the ever-beating sea, 

His crown of thorns is twined with every thorn, 
His cross is every tree. 


Joseph Mary Plunkett 
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“WHERE THE BLESSED FEET HAVE TROD” 


Not alone in Palestine those blessed Feet have trod, 
For I catch their print, 
I have seen their dint 
On a plot of chalky ground, 

Little villas dotted round; 
On a sea-worn waste, 
Where a priest, in haste, 
Passeth with the Blessed Sacrament to one dying, frail, 
Through the yarrow, past the tamarisk, and the plaited snail: 
Bright upon the grass I see 

Bleeding Feet of Calvary— 
And I worship, and I clasp them round! 
On this bit of chalky, English ground, 
Jesu, Thou art found: my God I hail, 

My Lord, my Lord! 

Michael Field 
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ON A CRUCIFIX 
I 


Roman Friday 


“Rome fut tout le monde, et tout 
le monde est Rome.” 


Joachim du Bellay 


O face well-pared of dross and bracken, 
Concision of a flame gone stone, 

The torture of that will shall slacken 
Only with that tired bone. 


Only when that tired skull has sunken 
Shall will and flesh be Rome’s, 

Only when that tired flame has shrunken 
Shall carcass, quiet, be Rome’s. 


Nor flower nor tree nor fronded bracken 
Can grow upon a star, 

Nor clouds can veil nor dust can blacken 
The madness that You are. 


O mad and sane, pared-perfect Spirit, 
Illuminant of our Night! ... 

Come crucify the unclothed Spirit! 
Come crucify the Light! 


Rome is the world and Rome the foison 
Of all things born of death: 
O Kingly Flask! O Kingly Poison! 
Shall abrogate Rome’s breath. 
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O face most drained of all but loving! 
O Poison of chased truth! 

O close, true flesh. O amorous gloving 
Of that emaciate ruth! 


O ribs of service! Hairs of anguish! 
O ear of noble heart! 

O hard-pinned soul, not wove to languish, 
Snail-slow at dying’s art. 


O nose of light! O cheeks of glory! 
O lips of hopeless hope! 

O hands well-nailed! O sumptuous story 
Of bitter and intemperate scope. 


I fall upon my knees and wander 
In gradual flames around your feet. 
O grow upon me that wild candor 
You flowered and flowed in Roman street! 


IT 


IN WHICH THE WAVES OF THE SEA, BEING OF A 
GENTLE NATURE, INVITE OUR LORD TO 
FORGET BOTH HEAVEN AND EARTH 


Weep not, O comely lover, 
Nor droop your golden head; 
The waves shall give you cover 
When you are gently dead. 


The waves shall beckon dearly 
When Earth’s grey pastures flee, 

The waves shall trust you nearly 
When you shall trust the sea. 
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When those apparelled creatures 
Whose wings are broken light 

Shall wash your starry features 
And kiss your lips good-night, 


When they shall bear you gently 
Among their games away— 

O keep your heart intently 
Where we toss back the Day! 


Let not the harp or cymbal 
Deprive you of our might: 

Angelic feet be nimble— 
But not to steal the light! 


If you remembering April 
Slip off your golden crown, 

If you remembering April 
But gently dwindle down! 


Stay not among Earth’s children, 
Button your heart from them: 

Their ways are too bewildering 
For such gay Stratagem. 


But travel gently seaward, 

Climb down the sea-pink air, 
And if you keep to seaward 

Our hands shall touch you there. 


Our feet shall dance you gaily, 
Our songs shall toss you sleep, 
Our smooth white fogs shall greyly 

Amend you of the Deep. 
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But trust us gently, Lover, 
And we will love you back: 

The waves shall not discover 
A gentle recreant track. 


And if you tire of greenness 
Go sit upon a beach 
For there a gentle keenness 
Shall gentle happenings teach. 


If there you weep and ponder 
Upon Earth’s tested showers. ... 
Accosting watery wonder 


A child shall give you flowers! 


Ill 


IN WHICH IS NOTED THAT FAMOUS AND IN- 
VINCIBLE OVERTHROW SUFFERED BY THE 
ARMIES OF IMPERIAL ROME, UPON THE HILL 
CALLED GOLGOTHA, NEAR BY THE CITY 
CALLED JERUSALEM. 


How odd that on a common hill 
Beyond a rabble town, 

That there a felon cross should spill 
The Roman Empire down. 


How odd that an enduring heart 
Well-rooted in rich soil, 
How odd that such could spend a smart 
An Empire to despoil. 
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How odd that from a race of men 
Unversed in crowns and flowers, | 
How odd that from small Mary’s ken 

Should leap Ten Thousand Towers. 


How odd that all their flowery summits 
Attacking the gold sun, 

That with nor saws nor planes nor plummets 
One Carpenter has run. 


How odd that He should grow to be 
The centuried King of Kings; 
How odd when an earth-rooted tree 

Its shadow Moonward flings! 


How odd that on a certain day, 
When men got up to work, 

When infants turned to infant play, 
When shopmen turned to smirk, 


That He was nailed upon a cross, 
And stood upon a hill, 

That not a shopman counted loss 
That evening in his till. 


How odd that He who pushed a plane 
And smelled of wood and nails, 

How odd that thumb did give the stain 
Whereat Rome’s purple pales. 


That He upon a well-planed cross 
Which smelt of wood and nails, 
That He should teach the Stars a loss 

Whereat the Great Sun quails. 
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That He who spoke as children speak 
And kept His mother’s knee, 

That He should make the Heavens creak, 
And turn the Heavy Sea. 


How odd that this Maid Mary's son 
Who was a simple boy, 

That He should teach Great Kings to run 
This earth’s unsimple toy. 


That He should cancel Roman hope 
And build a lordlier crown, 

That He with but a heart’s bare scope 
Should touch an Empire down. 


That He about whose gleaming feet 
Our hearts in darkness cling, 

That He once trod a rubbish street 
Unbuttoned to the Spring! 


IV 


IN WHICH, THE CRUCIFIX BEING AGAIN RE- 
GARDED, OUR LORD IS AGAIN ADDRESSED 
AS A STAR; AND IN WHICH THE CROSS UPON 
WHICH HE DIED IS NOTICED FOR FIDELITY 
TO THOSE LAWS AND FORCES OF WHICH IT 
HAD BY NATURE COGNIZANCE 


O traveled heart! O travailed seeing! 
O feet that cry no more! 
Ah, squeezed-out Expletive of Being; 
Expostulated Core. 
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You had no quarrel with the mountains 
Nor parley with a star: 

You are the hoed, spondaic mountains ; 
Unconjugated Star! 


O hammered excellence of madness! 
Cruel flower of writhen death! 

O spent is all the twisted madness, 
And spent the flower’s breath. 


Your eyelids close for a long silence; 
The show is out for You. 
But in men’s hearts there is no silence 


And seldom falls there dew. 


In Galilee the fish are crying 
For feet that trod on them; 
And in Samaria women lying 


Along Your Memory’s hem. 


O cross that stays dramatic heaven! 
O business shortly done! 

Whence will ye purchase us new leaven 
When this Fare’s term is run? 


Ah sturdy cross! Ah faithful servant 
To such power as you know. 
Ah would I were as close a servant 
To Him you cannot know! 
Scofield Thayer 
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THE TERRIBLE DEAD 


We pity; we should dread 

The terrible dead. 

These things of flesh and bones 

Ascend now to their thrones! 

From whence they judge, unjustly, all we do. 

We have no law but what they thought and knew, 
Wished and preferred, deemed evil and deemed true. 
We are free or prisoned as their word is said. 

We pity; we should dread 


The terrible dead... . 
Mary Carolyn Davies 


267 


INDIFFERENCE 


When Jesus came to Golgotha they hanged Him on a tree, 

They drave great nails through hands and feet, and made a 
Calvary ; 

They crowned Him with a crown of thorns, red were His 
wounds and deep, 

For those were crude and cruel days, and human flesh was 
cheap. 


When Jesus came to Birmingham they simply passed Him by, 

They never hurt a hair of Him, they only let Him die; 

For men had grown more tender, and they would not give 
Him pain, 

They only just passed down the street, and left Him in the 
rain. 


Still Jesus cried, “Forgive them, for they know not what 
they do,” 

And still it rained the winter rain that drenched Him 
through and through; 

The crowds went home and left the streets without a soul 
to see, 

And Jesus crouched against a wall and cried for Calvary. 


G. A. Studdert-Kennedy 
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THE SUFFERING GOD 


If He could speak, that victim torn and bleeding, 
Caught in His pain and nailed upon the Cross, 

Has He to give the comfort souls are needing? 
Could He destroy the bitterness of loss? 


Once and for all men say He came and bore it, 
Once and for all set up His throne on high, 

Conquered the world and set His standard o’er it, 
Dying that once that men might never die. 


Yet men are dying, dying soul and body, 
Cursing the God who gave to them their birth, 

Sick of the world with all its sham and shoddy, 
Sick of the lies that darken all the earth. 


Peace we were pledged, yet blood is ever flowing, 
Where on the earth has Peace been ever found? 

Men do but reap the harvest of their sowing, 
Sadly the songs of human reapers sound. 


Sad as the winds that sweep across the ocean, 
Telling to earth the sorrow of the sea, 
Vain is my strife, just empty idle motion, 
All that has been is all there is to be. 


So on the earth the time waves beat in thunder, 
Bearing wrecked hopes upon their heaving breasts, 

Bits of dead dreams, and true hearts torn asunder, 
Flecked with red foam upon their crimson crests. 


REDEMPTION 


How can it be that God can reign in glory, 
Calmly content with what His Love has done, 

Reading unmoved the piteous shameful story, 
All the vile deeds men do beneath the sun? 


Are there no tears in the heart of the Eternal? 
Is there no pain to pierce the soul of God? 

Then must He be a fiend of Hell infernal, 
Beating the earth to pieces with His rod. 


Or is it just that there is nought behind it, 
Nothing but forces purposeless and blind? 

Is the last thing, if mortal man could find it, 
Only a power wand’ring as the wind? 


Father, if He, the Christ, were Thy Revealer, 
Truly the First Begotten of the Lord, 

Then must Thou be a Suff’rer and a Healer, 
Pierced to the heart by the sorrow of the Sword. 


Then must it mean, not only that Thy sorrow 
Smote Thee that once upon the lonely tree, 
But that to-day, to-night, and on the morrow, 
Still it will come, O Gallant God, to Thee. 


Red with His blood the better day is dawning, 
Pierced by His pain the storm clouds roll apart, 

Rings o’er the earth the message of the morning, 
Still on the Cross the Saviour bares his heart. 


Passionately fierce the voice of God is pleading, 
Pleading with men to arm them for the fight, 
See how those hands, majestically bleeding, 
Call us to rout the armies of the night. 
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Not to the work of sordid selfish saving 
Of our own souls to dwell with Him on high, 
But to the soldier’s splendid selfless braving, 
Eager to fight for Righteousness and die. 


Peace does not mean the end of all our striving, 
Joy does not mean the drying of our tears, 
Peace is the power that comes to souls arrivingy 
Up to the light where God himself appears. 


Joy is the wine that God is ever pouring 

Into the hearts of those who strive with Hin, 
Light’ning their eyes to vision and adoring, 
, Strength’ning their arms to warfare glad and grim. 


So would I live and not in idle resting, 
Stupid as swine that wallow in the mire, 
Fain would I fight, and be for ever breasting, 
Danger and death for ever under fire. 


Bread of Thy Body give me for my fighting, 
Give me to drink Thy Sacred Blood for wine, 

While there are wrongs that need me for the righting, 
While there is warfare splendid and divine. 


Give me, for light, the sunshine of Thy sorrow, 
Give me for shelter shadow of Thy Cross, 

Give me to share the glory of Thy morrow, 
Gone from my heart the bitterness of Loss. 


G. A. Studdert-Kennedy 
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Dead black against a blood red sky 
It stands, 
With outstretched hands, 
The Calvary, 
What can it mean, 
Beyond the vain recalling of a scene, 
A shameful scene of centuries ago? 
And yet, if that be so, 
How can it be, 
For you and me, 
A thing of any worth at all? 
We’ve seen men die, 
Not once, nor twice, but many times 
In agony 
As ghastly to behold as that. 
We’ve seen men fall, 
And rise, and staggering onward fall again, 
Bedrenched in their own blood, 
Fast flowing like a flood, 
Of crimson sacrifice upon the snow. 


We’ve seen, and would forget. 
Why then should there be set 
Before our eyes these monuments of crime? 
It’s time, high time, 
That they were buried in the past; 
There let them lie, 
In that great sea of merciful oblivion, 
Where our vile deeds, 
And outworn creeds, 
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Are left to rot and die. 
We would forget, 
And yet, 
Do you remember Rob McNeil 
And how he died, 
And cried, 
And pleaded with his men 
To take that gun, 
And kill the Hun 
That worked it dead? 
He bled 
Horribly. Do you remember? 
I can’t forget, 
I would not if I could, 
It were not right I should, 
He died for me. 
He was a God that Boy, 
The only God I could adore. 
And that reminds me [ have something here 
He wore. 
He gave it me that night, 
But because my heart was sore 
With grief, I have not dared to look at it. 
But here it is, a little leather case, 
A picture, may be, of the face 
That smiled upon him as a babe, 
All wondering bright, 
With Mother Light, 
Of tenderest pride and Love. 
The face that oft would dimple into laughter 
At his first Baby tricks. 
It is her gift—but look at it, 
A little silver Crucifix. 


G. A. Studdert-Kennedy 
273 


A MOTHER UNDERSTANDS 


Dear Lord, I hold my hand to take 
Thy Body, broken once for me, 
Accept the Sacrifice I make, 
My Body, broken, Christ, for Thee. 


His was my body, born of me, 
Born of my bitter travail pain, 

And it les broken on the field, 
Swept by the wind and the rain. 


Surely a Mother understands Thy thorn-crowned head, 
The mystery of Thy pierced hands—the Broken Bread. 


G. A. Studdert-Kennedy 
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I SAW GOD NAKED IN THE NIGHT 


I saw God bare his soul one night 
That all the world might see 

Along a glowing mountain peak 
His mighty Majesty! 


The sun went down and all the west 
In crimson flood was drowned 
While overhead a brooding sky 
With somber storm-clouds frowned. 


Beyond the storm, far to the east 
A rainbow swept the sky. 

And through it all I saw our God 
In naked splendor lie. 


I saw God bare His soul one day 
Where all the earth might see 
The stark and naked heart of Him 

On lonely Calvary. 


There was a crimson sky of blood 
And overhead a storm, 

When lightning slit the clouds a flood 
Of light engulfed His form. 


Beyond the storm a rainbow lent 
A light to every clod, 
And on that Cross mine eyes beheld 
The naked soul of God. 
William L. Stidger 
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From “CRUCIFIXION ON THE MOUNTAIN” 


High on the summit shone the mystic cross 
Beside which life is death, and riches dross ; 
Not such the cross that companies my way, 
A harsh rude copy meet for every day, 
Beauty it lacks, untrimmed and harsh the wood, 
And bitter as Christ’s rood; 
Heavy as death, no staff to life is this, 
But such a weight 
As leaves the soul unsoothed, disconsolate, 


And drags the body down to the abyss. .. . 


I bowed my head in shame, and upward went 
Slowly, beneath my burden bent ; 

Deep in the snow my bleeding feet 

Sank at each step, and on the sheet 
Of dazzling white left scarlet stains. 
My eyes grew blind, my trembling knees gave way, 
My body was a mass of fiery pains: 

And still I rose and fell, 

And struggled on a space, 
Half dreaming broken words from far away, 
The heavenward way,— 

The pains of hell,— 

And murmuring, weeping, falling, 

Upon My Master calling, 
Unconscious now of all save agony, 
I still endured, until I lay 

On the appointed place 
Upon the summit, faint and like to die. 
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So, I thought, heaven is won, 
Gone is the burden that so long I carried ; 
Yet still the summoning angels tarried. 
I lay alone, 
Almost desiring back the fardel gone, 
That was my bliss and bale; 
And so methought a thousand years 
Of silence passed. 
At last 
I raised my eyes to see 
Some angel that should bind my wounds and wipe my tears, 
But there was Calvary, 
And black and gaunt three crosses rose 
Untenanted, among the snows... . 


Now let my spirit rise to God who gave— 
Not through the grave, 
But upward into light. 
Aye, chanted seraphs with their dulcimers, 
The ladder it prefers 
Is the great midmost cross. 
My spirit trembled, but I clomb— 
Ah, then fell night ; 
This, this is not my home. 
And in a horror far too deep to tell 
I knew the pains of hell, 
And for a thousand years I drank this bitter cup, 
Until my spirit yielded itself up, 
And hands of love 
Stretched from above 
Upraised me in a most delicious rest, 
Upon that cross and ladder of delight, 
Which now I knew was but my Master’s breast. 


C. M. Verschoyle 
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THE THREE HILLS 


I 


There is a hill in England, 
Green fields and a school I know, 
Where the balls fly fast in summer, 
And the whispering elm trees grow, 
A little hill, a dear hill, 

And the playing fields below. 


II 


There is a hill in Flanders, 

Heaped with a thousand slain. 

Where the shells fly night and noontide, 
And the ghosts that died in vain, 

A little hill, a hard hill 

To the souls that died in pain. 


Il 


There is a hill in Jewry, 
Three crosses pierce the sky, 
On the midmost He is dying 
To save all those who die, 
A little hill, a kind hill 
To souls in jeopardy. 
Everard Owen 
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DUSK 


It is impossible to be alone here, even in this little cabin room, 

After beholding the Glory of God through the somber 
splendor of twilight loom, 

And the violet dusk of the mountains quiver, and the Holy 
of Holies glow through the gloom. 


Dusk as a brooding spirit whispered over the face of the 
harrowed field; 

Dusk as a dim-winged dragon darkened over the bay where 
the flame-points reeled ; 

As an angel, veiled and flaming-sworded; watched at the 
gates of the unrevealed. 


Over the bay the lights of the city, a thousand blossoms of 
yellow flame, 

Gleamed and twinkled out of the blue and ash-gray darkness ; 
and there came 

A slow wind thence: a murmurous rumor: human passion, 
sadness, shame. 


And I beheld God in the mountains; God in the iris glow of 
the sky; 

And I beheld in the throbbing lights of the city, God in His 
agony— 

A heart-beat; a lamentation; an impassioned, low, insatiate 


cry. 
Kenneth Morris 
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COMRADES OF THE CROSS 


I cannot think or reason, 

I only know He came 

With hands and feet of healing 
And wild heart all aflame. 


With eyes that dimmed and softened 
At all the things He saw, 

And in his pillared singing 

I read the marching Law. 


I only know He loves me, 
Enfolds and understands— 
And oh, his heart that holds me, 
And oh, his certain hands— 


The man, the Christ, the soldier, 
Who from his cross of pain 
Cried to the dying comrade, 
“Lad, we shall meet again.” 


Willard Wattles, 1888- —— 
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MY MASTER 


My Master was so very poor, 

A manger was His cradling place; 
So very rich my Master was 
Kings came from far 

To gain His grace. 


My Master was so very poor 

And with the poor He broke the bread ; 
So very rich my Master was 

That multitudes 

By him were fed. 


My Master was so very poor 
They nailed Him naked to a cross; 
So very rich my Master was 

He gave His all 


And knew no loss. 
Harry Lee 


281 


TO FINISH THY SALVATION 


Lord Christ, when first Thou cam’st to men 

Upon a cross they bound Thee, 

And mocked Thy saving kingship then 

By thorns with which they crowned Thee; 
And still our wrongs may weave Thee now 
New thorns to pierce that steady brow, 

And robe of sorrow round Thee. 


O awful love, which found no room 
In life where sin denied Thee, 
And doomed to death, must bring to doom 
The power which crucified Thee, 
Till not a stone was left on stone, 
And all a nation’s pride, o’erthrown, 
Went down to dust beside Thee. 


New advent of that love of Christ, 
Shall we again refuse Thee, 
Till in the night of hate and war, 
We perish, as we lose thee? 
From old unfaith our hearts release 
To seek the kingdom of Thy peace, 
By which alone we choose Thee. 


~O wounded hands of Jesus, build 
In us Thy new creation; 
Our pride is dust, our vaunt is stilled, 
We wait Thy revelation. 
O love that triumphs over loss, 
We bring our hearts before Thy cross, 
To finish Thy salvation! 


Amen. 


William Russell Bowie 
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THE FIERY CROSS 


The wayward world has nailed itself 
On its own cross of woe: 

With its own hands it hewed the wood, 
It dyed the rood with its own blood, 
And then, with vicious blow, 

Drove home the nails that it had cast, 
Through its own flesh, and made them fast: 
It dug the pit below. 


But every cross new meaning holds, 
Since such sweet virtue came 

Of Calvary; and though mankind 
Still wanders graceless, deaf and blind 
To his own bitter shame. 

Yet, by God’s grace, he shall arise 
From this dread cross of sacrifice 

To set all life aflame. 


For— 

The fiery cross is speeding forth 

To the purging of men’s lives. 

Christ bears it through the troubled earth, 
To quicken Life to nobler birth, 

To break the ancient gyves; 

His holy flame in the Fiery Cross 

Sorting the pure gold from the dross 

And from their sin men shrives. 


Speed on, speed on, the Fiery Cross 
For the kindling of men’s souls! 


283 


REDEMPTION 


The powers of ill have had their day, 
They broke Life on the rough red way, 
They levied bitter tolls, 

But now God’s torch is blazing bright, 
Wrong lies beneath the heel of Right 


And men seek nobler goals. | 
John Ozenham 
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THE JEW TO JESUS 


O man of mine own people, I alone 

Among these alien ones know thy face, 

I who have felt the kinship of our race 

Burn in me, as I sit where they intone 

Thy praises,—those who, striving to make known 
A God for sacrifice, have missed the grace 

Of thy sweet human meeting in its place, 

Thou art our blood-bond and our own. 


Are we not sharers of thy passion? Yea, 

In spirit-anguish closely by thy side 

We have drained the bitter cup, and, tortured, felt 
With thee the bruising of each heavy welt. 

Every land is our Gethsemane. 

A thousand times have we been crucified. 


Florence Kiper Frank 
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DREAM NO MORE 


Have patience for awhile, my lad, 
Dream no more i’ the quiet night, 
For ever since the world went mad 
Lads have dreamed to set it right, 

And there was never one that did. 
Such lovely dreams some lads have had, 
But all dreams vanish in the light. 

—I meant no hurt, lad—love forbid. 


Of old a dreamer strove to mend 

The mad world’s warp with his white hands, 
But lo, as every dream doth end, 

So ended his with lash and brands. 

The mad world sat and drank and diced, 
And, as a dreamer hath no friend, 

He hung alone above the lands 

And dreaming, died; his name was Christ. 


C. Bodin 
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THE WANDERER 


Ah, Christ, it were enough to know 
That brooding on the unborn things 

Thou gatherest up the years that go 
Like a hen’s brood beneath her wings. 


It were enough to know that those, 
More evil than the years that fall, 
Who heard Thee mocked Thy safe repose 
And would not trust Thee at Thy call. 


It were enough that Thou hast died, 
Because Thyself Thou couldst not save, 
Unless by losing from Thy side 
Thy sons that drove Thee to Thy grave. 


Yet more and more we know and see, 
For Golgotha the shade retains 
Of Him who died, the Form of Thee, 

Of Him who bore Thy fleshly pains. 


Nor there alone, this Form shall be 
Still seen within us, Thou dost say 
Until there shine on earth and sea 


Light of the unforeboded Day. 


O Christ the Wanderer, marked as Cain, 
We know the sign upon Thy brow; 

We know the trailing cross, the stain; 
The passing footstep whispers now. 
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It was Thy hand, we learn at last, 
That nailed Thee in that far-off year; 
Thy hand as now Thou wanderest past, 
Drives deep within Thy side the spear, 


While evil holds the world in grip 

And men revile the eternal powers, 
This vision holds Thee lip to lip 

Close to our love and makes Thee ours. 


Edwin J. Ellis 
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A VIRILE CHRIST 


Give us a virile Christ for these rough days! 
You painters, sculptors, show the warrior bold 
And you who turn mere words to gleaming gold, 
Too long your lips have sounded in the praise 
Of patience and humility. Our ways 
Have parted from the quietude of old; 
We need a man of strength with us to hold 
The very breach of Death without amaze. 
Did He not scourge from temple courts the thieves? 
And make the arch-fiend’s self again to fall? 
And blast the fig-tree that was only leaves? 
And still the raging tumult of the sea? 
Did He not bear the greatest pain of all, 
Silent, upon the cross on Calvary? 
Rex Boundy 
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STILL THE CROSS 


Calvary is a continent 
Today. America 

Is but a vast and terrible 
New Golgotha. 


The Legion (not of Rome today) 
Jests. The Beatitudes 

Are called by our new Pharisees 
Sweet platitudes. 


We tear the seamless robe of love 
With great guns’ lightning-jets ; 
We set upon Christ’s head a crown 
Of bayonets. 


“Give us Barabbas!” So they cried 
Once in Jerusalem: 
In Alcatraz and Leavenworth 


We copy them. 


With pageant and with soldiers still 
We march to Golgotha 

And crucify Him still upon 

A cross of war. 


O blasphemous and blind! shall we 
Rejoice at Eastertide 
When Christ is risen but to be 
Recrucified? 
E. Merrill Root 
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From “THE DISCIPLES” 


We suffer. Why we suffer,—that is hid 
With God’s foreknowledge in the clouds of Heaven. 
The first book written sends that human cry 
Out of the clear Chaldean pasture-lands 
Down forty centuries; and no answer yet 
Is found, nor will be found, while yet we live 
In limitations of Humanity. 

But yet one thought has often stayed by me 
In the night-watches, which has brought at least 
The patience for the hour, and made the pain 
No more a burden which I groaned to leave, 
But something precious which I feared to lose. 
—How shall I show it, but by parables? 


The sculptor, with his Psyche’s wings half-hewn 
May close his eyes in weariness, and wake 
To meet the white cold clay of his ideal 
Flushed into beating life, and singing down 
The ways of Paradise. The husbandman 
May leave the golden fruitage of his groves 
Ungarnered, and upon the Tree of Life 
Will find a richer harvest waiting him. 
The solider dying thinks upon his bride, 
And knows his arms shall never clasp her more, 
Until he first the face of his unborn child 
Behold in heaven: for each and all of life, 
In every phase of action, love, and joy, 
There is fulfilment only otherwhere.— 
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But if, impatient, thou let slip thy cross, 
Thou wilt not find it in this world again, 
Nor in another; here, and here alone 
Is given thee to suffer for God’s sake. 
In other worlds we shall more perfectly 
Serve Him and love Him, praise Him, work for Him 
Grow near and nearer Him with all delight; 
But then we shall not any more be called 
To suffer, which is our appointment here. 
Canst thou not suffer then one hour,—or two? 
If He should call thee from thy cross today, 
Saying, It is finished !—that hard cross of thine 
From which thou prayest for deliverance, 
Thinkest thou not some passion of regret 
Would overcome thee? Thou wouldst say, “So soon? 
Let me go back, and suffer yet awhile 
More patiently ;—I have not yet praised God.” 
And He might answer to thee,—“‘Never More. 
All pain is done with.”” Whensoe’er it comes, 
That summons that we look for, it will seem 
Soon, yea, too soon. Let us take heed in time 
That God may now be glorified in us; 
And while we suffer, let us set our souls 
To suffer perfectly: since this alone, 
The suffering, which is this world’s special grace, 
May here be perfected and left behind. 


—But in obedience and humility; — 
Waiting on God’s hand, not forestalling it. 
Seek not to snatch presumptuously the palm 
By self-election; poison not thy wine 
With bitter herbs if He has made it sweet; 
Nor rob God’s treasuries because the key 
Is easy to be turned by mortal hands. 

The gifts of birth, death, genius, suffering, 
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Are all for His hand only to bestow. 
Receive thy portion, and be satisfied. 

Who crowns himself a king is not the more 
Royal; nor he who mars himself with stripes 
The more partaker of the Cross of Christ. 


Harriet Eleanor Hamilton-King 
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THE NEW WORLD 
“That new world which is the old” Tennyson 


A New world did Columbus find? 
Ah! ’tis not so that world is found; 
God’s golden harvest-sheaves who bind 
Are tillers of another ground. 


No new world like the old we need; 
One thing suffices—one alone, 
A garnered world-harvest from seed 
The wounded Hands of Christ have sown. 


No earthly Paradise avails, 
No Eldorado in the West; 

The Spirit’s Breath must fill the sails 
Who seek the Highlands of the Blest. 


By stripes is healing wrought, and stars 
Point ever to a central Sun; 

He flies the conquering flag, whose scars, 
Transfigured, speak of Victory won. 


O Royal Heart, Thy Kingdom come! 
All else may change; all else may go: 

Not eastward, westward, is our Home, 
But onward, upward :—even so! 


One Sign alone is love-designed, 
God’s Evergreen, the Eternal Rood; 
Happy the home-seekers who find 
Its meaning plain—a world renewed! } 
Alfred Gurney, 1843-1898 
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SHEEP AND LAMBS 


All in the April evening, 
April airs were abroad, 

The sheep with their little lambs 
Passed me by on the road. 


The sheep with their little lambs 
Passed me by on the road; 
All in the April evening 
I thought on the Lamb of God. 


The lambs were weary, and crying 
With a weak, and human cry. 

I thought on the Lamb of God 
Going meekly to die. 


Up in the blue, blue mountains 
Dewy pastures are sweet 
Rest for the little bodies, 
Rest for the little feet. 


But for the Lamb of God, 
Up on the hill-top green, 
Only a cross of shame 
Two stark crosses between. 


All in the April evening, 
April airs were abroad, 

I saw the sheep with their lambs 
And thought on the Lamb of God. 


Katherine Tynan Hinkson, 1861- —— 
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EVIDENCE 


“Where is God?” inquired the mind: 
“To His presence I am blind. 

I can tell each blade of grass, 
Read the tempests as they pass; 
I have learned what metals lie 

In the earth’s deep mystery; 
Every voice of field and wood 

I have heard and understood; 
Ancient secrets of the sea 

Are no longer dark to me: 

But the wonders of the earth 
Bring no thought of God to birth.” 
Then the heart spake quietly, 
“Hast thou thought of Calvary?” 


‘““Where is God?” inquired the mind; 
“To His presence I am blind. 

I have scanned each star and sun, 
Traced the certain course they run; 
I have weighed them in my scale, 
And can tell when each will fail; 
From the caverns of the night 

I have brought new worlds to light; 
I have measured earth and sky, 
Read each zone with steady eye; 
But no sign of God appears 

In the glory of the spheres.” 

But the heart spake wistfully, 
“Hast thow looked at Calvary?” 


Thomas Curtis Clark, 1877--—— 
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THE SPIRES OF OXFORD 
(Seen from the Train) 


I saw the spires of Oxford 

As I was passing by, 

The gray spires of Oxford 
Against a pearl-gray sky. 

My heart was with the Oxford men 
Who went abroad to die. 


The years go fast in Oxford, 
The golden years and gay, 

The hoary Colleges look down 
On careless boys at play. 

But when the bugles sounded war 
They put their games away. 


They left the peaceful river, 

The cricket field, the quad, 

The shaven lawns of Oxford 

To seek a bloody sod— 

They gave their merry youth away 
For country and for God. 


God rest you, happy gentlemen, 
, Who laid your good lives down, 
Who took the khaki and the gun 
Instead of cap and gown. 
God bring you te a fairer place 
Than even Oxford town. 
Winifred M. Letts 
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TO FRANCE 
(May Day, 1919) 


Mother of revolutions, stern and sweet, 

Thou of the red Commune’s heroic days; 
Unsheathe thy sword, let thy pent lightning blaze 
Until these new bastiles fall at thy feet. 

Once more thy sons march down the ancient street 
Led by pale men from silent Pére la Chaise; 

Once more La Carmignole—La Marseillaise 
Blend with the war drum’s quick and angry beat. 


Ah, France—our France—must they again endure 

The crown of thorns upon the cross of death? 

Is morning here ... ? Then speak that we may know! 
The sky seems lighter but we are not sure. 

Is morning here . . . ? The whole world holds its breath 
To hear the crimson Gallic rooster crow! 


Ralph Chaplin 
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SALAAM 


Serene, complacent, satisfied, 
Content with things that be; 

The paragon of paltriness 
Upraised for all to see; 

With loving pride he cherishes 
His mediocrity ! 


The smirking, ass-like multitudes 
Cringe down at his command. 

With wagging ears and blinded eyes 
They do not understand. 

With pride they show each shackled wrist 
And on each brow the brand. 


The young, the old, the great, the small 
Worship his dollar sign. 

Fond parents bring their children there 
As to some holy shrine. 

And every one the Beast transforms 
From human into swine! 


Well praised are they—rewarded well— 
Who on their shoulders bore 

The gilded Thing that all the mob 
Fawned in the bust before. 

And each that did obeisance there 
Was naked like a whore. 


The poet with his teeming song, 
The wise his deep-delved lore, 
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The maiden with her tender flesh, 
The strong his sturdy store: 
Each yielded all he had to give; 

No harlot could do more. 


Is there not one to share with me 
The shame and wrath I own? 

Is there not one to curse that Thing 
Or pick up stones to stone— 

To rend and wreck and raze to earth— 
Or do I stand alone? 


Raise high the swine-like incubus, 
Obediently bow! ! 

Shatter the flame on rebel lips 
And wreath that brazen brow! 

So blaze the banners, ring the bells, 
Apotheosis now! 


My kind but scorn your dull “success”— 
Your subtle ways to “win,” 

We eat our hearts in solitude 
Or sear our souls with “‘sin’’; 

Yet we are better men than you 
Who fit so smugly in. 


Go! grovel for the shoddy goods 
And plod and plot and plan, 
And if you win the paltry prize 

Go prize it—if you can, 
But I would hurl it in your face 
To hold myself a man! 


I will not bow with that mad horde 
And passively obey. 
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I will not think their sordid thoughts 
Nor say the things they say, 
Nor wear their shameful uniforms, 


Nor branded be as they. 


Nor can they bend me to their will 
Though black their numbers swell, 

Nor bribe with hopes of paradise 
Nor force with fears of hell; 

Me they may break but never bend,— 
I live but to rebel! 


I go my way rejoicingly, 
‘I, outcast, spurned and low, 

But undreamed worlds may come to birth 
From seeds that I may sow. 

And if there’s pain within my heart 
Those fools shall never know. 


So let me stand back silently, 
The pageant passes by, 

And live my life with these new Christs 
Whom you would crucify, 

And laugh with mirth to see the mob 


Do homage to a Lie! 
Ralph Chaplin 
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THE VISION MAKER 
(To Eugene Victor Debs) 


Christ-like he spoke. While angry cannon roared, 
His vision tinged the torn and bleeding skies, 
Men heard in him their own dumb anguished cries, 
The heavens seemed to open at his word. 

Give us a victim, shouted Cesar’s horde, 

From his black pyre red warnings shall arise, 

The vision perishes, the prophet dies .. . 

His truth is far more deadly than our sword! 


And deadlier his dream—a quenchless flame, 

For which no dungeon fastness can be built .. . 

You have but made the convict half divine, 

Crowned Truth with martyrdom, yourselves with shame; 
Not he, but you are branded deep with guilt; 

His cell is holier than your highest shrine. 


Ralph Chaplin 
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NIGHT IN THE CELL HOUSE 


Tier over tier they rise to dizzy height— 

The cells of men who know the world no more. 
Silence intense from ceiling to the floor; 

While through the window gleams a lone blue light 
Which stabs the dark immensity of night. 

Felt shod and ghostly like a shade of yore, 

The guard comes shuffling down the corridor; 


His key-ring jingles . . . and he glides from sight. 


Oh, to forget the prison and its scars, 
And face the breeze where ocean meets the land; 
To watch the foam-crests dance with silver stars, 
While long green waves come tumbling on the sand .. . 
My brow is hot against the icy bars; 
There is the smell of iron on my hand. 

Ralph Chaplin 
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THE LIVING DEAD 


Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie,— 
Dust unto dust; 

The calm, sweet Earth, that mothers all who die— 
As all men must; 

But rather mourn the living souls who dwell,— 
Too strong to strive,— 

Within each steel-bound due of a cell— 


Buried alive! aa 
Ralph Chaplin 
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FREEDOM 


Up on the lookout, in the wind and sleet; 

Out in the woods of tamarack and pine; 

Down in the hot slopes of the dripping mine, 

We dreamed of you, and oh, the dream was sweet! 
And now you bless the felon food we eat, 

And make each iron cell a sacred shrine; 

For when your love thrills in the blood like wine, 
The very stones grow holy to our feet! 


We shall be faithful, though we march with death, 
And singing, storm the battlements of wrong: 
One’s life is such a little thing to give: 

So we shall fight as long as we have breath,— 
Love in our hearts, and on our lips a song: 
Without you it were better not to live! 


Ralph Chaplin 
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WESLEY EVEREST 


Torn and defiant as a wind-lashed reed, 

Wounded, he faced you as he stood at bay; 

You dared not lynch him in the light of day,— 

But on your dungeon stones you let him bleed: 

Night came . . . and you black vigilants of greed, 
Like human wolves, seized hard upon your prey, 
Tortured and killed . . . and, silent, slunk away,— 
Without one qualm of horror at the deed. 


Once ... long ago . . . do you remember how 
You hailed Him King, for soldiers to deride? 
You placed a scroll upon his bleeding brow, 

And spat upon him, scourged him, crucified! 

A rebel unto Cesar, then as now— 

Alone, thorn-crowned, a spear-wound in His side! 


Ralph Chaplin 
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GO, BITTER CHRIST 


Go, bitter Christ, grim Christ! haul if Thou wilt 
Thy bloody cross to Thine own bleak Calvary! 
When did I bid Thee suffer for my guilt 

To bind intolerable claims on me? 


I loathe Thy sacrifice; I am sick of Thee. 


They say Thou reignest from the cross, Thou dost, 
And like a tyrant, Thou dost rule by tears, 

Thou womanish Son of woman. Cease to thrust 
Thy sordid tale of sorrows in my ears, 

Jarring the music of my few short years. 


I am battered and broken and weary and out of heart, 
I will not hear of talk of heroic things, 

But be content to play some simple part, 

Freed from preposterous, wild imaginings .. . 

Men were not meant to walk as priests and kings. 


Thou liest, Christ, Thou liest ; take it hence, 

That mirror of strange glories; I am I: 

What wouldst Thou make of me? O cruel pretence, 
Drive me not mad so with the mockery 

Of that most lovely, unattainable lie! 


O King, O Captain, wasted, wan with scourging, 
Strong beyond speech, and wonderful with woe, 
Whither, relentless wilt Thou still be urging 

Thy maimed and halt that have not strength to go? ... 
Peace, peace, I follow. Why must we love Thee so? 


Anonymous 
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OUR CHRIST 


I know not how that Bethlehem Babe 
Could in the God-head be: 

I only know the Manger Child 

Hath brought God’s life to me. 


I know not how that Calvary’s Cross 
A world from sin could free: 
I only know its matchless love 


Hath brought God’s life to me. 


I know not how that Joseph’s tomb 
Could solve death’s mystery: 
I only know a living Christ 


Our Immortality. 
Harry Webb Farrington 
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THE EPIC PRESENT 


No longer mourn the altars of the past 

And history’s abandoned theaters, 

Passion will still its noblest scenes outlast 

And faith outlive its truest worshipers; 

Nor mourn for some departed rhapsody, 

Nor languish for the gray world’s golden prime, 
Not Marathon nor yet Thermopyle 

Have been entangled in the mesh of time. 

The Nikes flying from Scamander’s plain 

Late clapped their wings above our own advance, 
Magnificence escapes from Cesar’s train 

To march in triumph up the Elysee, 

And from the crosses in the fields of France 
Great tempests of redemption sweep today. 


Amos Niven Wilder 
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ODE IN A GERMAN CEMETERY 
Where Many Victims of the Great War Were Interred 


Rancour grows chastened in these groves of death, 
And clamorous recrimination hushed, 
Our pain disarmed by pain, 

We can but leave upon these graves the wreath 

Our mortal foes by mortal visitation crushed 
Have woven for their slain. 


Still to this day, 
Driven by their bitterness, they come to pray 
And kneeling in the wind-blown grass 
Grope vainly for relief, 
And as I pass 
Rise in distressed confusion and sore grief. 


What did these know of empire’s sordid ends, 
Markets and routes and ancient rivalries? 
Balance of power and dark expediencies, 
Reasons of state, 
The vain hallucinations of the great? 
Why should these make amends 
For others’ wrongs? 
What guilt for all this ruin here belongs? 
Or if some taint of envy or of hate 
Were theirs, yet even so, 
Which is the greater misery, sin or woe? 
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Muse on these mute inscriptions, each of which 

Stands for a life past divination rich 
In poignant exploitations 
And eager explorations 

Of its allotted freehold in the Day; 

Rich in those naive essays of the heart, 
Forlorn, confiding gestures 

That of this dark enigma makes assay, 
And tendril-lke adventures 

Whereby we grope and sound and prove 

Whether some circumambient Love 

Greet and reward our motion to aspire, 
Muse on each acted part; 

Forgotten exultations, rage, and smart, 
Their faith’s extinguished fire, 

And little triumphs that none think upon, 

And protests smothered in oblivion. 


Muse on this epitaph that meets the eye, 
Strangely familiar in its alien tongue, 
“These for our homes did die,’”— 
Two brothers loved of nameless folk, who won 
This as earth’s final comment at Verdun, 
In that stentorian month whose havoc flung 
Its hundred thousands down to Acheron; 
In that inordinate reaping 
Of these our fields beneath 
When twilight was congested with the hosts 
Of death’s dim, swarming envoys bent upon 
Prodigious inroads down life’s fertile coasts, 
Its virgin prairies sweeping 
In far incursions where no scythe had shown; 
Till earth was cumbered with the oppressive weight 
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REDEMPTION 


Of such a garnering underneath the sun, 
Such high-heaped sheaves of death; 
Tull one by one, 
Borne off across the stars in phantom state, 
Death’s groaning wains conveyed 
The great ingathering to the realms of shade, 
And throngs unwonted choked the Stygian gate. 


Then, fallen foe, and friend, 
Sleep, 
Sleep in repose, 
And you, you suffering mother, cease to weep. 
What though we late were foes? 
We fought in nightmare, as in dreams we live; 
Best to forgive. 


Aspiring howsoever, you, or I, 

The great world weaves its tentacles of ill 
Into our hearts, the solidarity 

Of morta] evil claims us ’gainst our will, 
And with it sinning, with it we must die. 


Yet those who in the world-old process caught 
Bring thither self-renunciation, aught 
Of loftier aim, of loftier ideal, 
Of loftier thought, 

And bear the common curse, the shared ordeal, 
The common retribution, undeserved 
These in all lands, all times, all causes, these 

That law by innocence appease; 
By their sublime attractiveness they win 
The world from its fatality of sin, 

And from the common lot 

Desiring no exemption, 
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Their blamelessness with mighty power is fraught 
When joined with pain, 
For so Redemption, 

Redemption lifts its mighty cross again! 


So swerved 
By love’s vast leverage from its ancient grooves 
And changeless cycles of eternal wars, | 
The planet moves 
To grander revolutions among softer stars 
And skies unblasted by the beams of Mars, 
To placid periods under milder rays, 
Pacific seasons, august nights and days. 


Amos Niven Wilder 
Munich, July, 1921. 


313 


AMERICA TO BELGIUM 


By that audacious gesture of defiance 

In the mid-way of swift annihilation ; 

By that clairvoyance that read true salvation 
In fearless martyrdom; by that alliance 
With the defenceless right; by that reliance 
On answering loyalties and indignation, 

On some eventual, unseen vindication, 

Unto your cause you won our glad compliance. 
Henceforth let courage cast his bitter gage 
Against a threatening cosmos! crucified, 
Hang naked and alone in careless scorn, 
Though all the slaves of power sweep in rage 
Against him; for unto his riven side 

He summons champions from another bourne. 


Amos Niven Wilder 
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INTERLUDE 


Comrades, we bring this chapter to a close, 
This long parenthesis of cosmic strife, 

This interlude, touched with the grandiose, 
Set in the uneventful tale of life. 


For then this human swathe, this bandaging 
That muffles us from the sublime was nigh 
Threadbare with taking part in, witnessing 
Too proximately God’s grand strategy. 


There we marched out on haunted battle-ground, 
There smelled the strife of gods, were brushed against 
By higher beings, and were wrapped around 

With passions not of earth, all dimly sensed. 


There saw we demons fighting in the sky 

And battles in aerial mirage, 

The feverish Véry lights proclaimed them by, 

Their tramplings woke our panting, fierce barrage. 


Their tide of battle, hither, thither driven, 
Filled earth and sky with cataclysmic throes, 
Our strife was but the mimicry of heaven’s 
And we the shadows of celestial foes. 


Amos Niven Wilder 
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THE VISION OF THE RUSSIAN FAMINE 


I 


Over vast areas of the night-ringed lists 
And hiving tracts of life 
Where death and birth, 
Moving like storms upon a leafy wilderness, 
Wage their perennial strife, 
I see your wraiths drift heavenward like mists 
That suck from earth 
When the slant streamers of the sun caress 
The frosted furrows and the steaming marshes, 
And phantom phalanxes evolve on stealthy marches. 


The steppes are littered with the unnumbered slain. 
As though great nature by some hideous birth, 
Some foul abortion, 
Had piled the earth 
With countless still-born progeny, 
By some untoward miscarriage suddenly 
Heaped dead in life’s domain, 
Blasted with malformation and distortion. 


II 


Therefore that One 
Who most was man, shrank from the shame 
Of any lot less shameful than another’s, 
Fearing the ignominy of a name 
Less ignominious than some human brother’s, 
That none 
Might claim before Him to know well 
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The trancéd tortures of some deeper hell, 
Or cast reproachful glances from a fiercer cross, 
Asking in vain for faith in some more hopeless loss, 
And hope for some more desperate enterprise, 
And love for some more utter sacrifice. 
Therefore rejecting the cerulean bliss 
He sought the corrupt abyss; 
Revolted by the wrongs 
Of those whose loathed immunities He shared, 
Dreading the direr fate of isolation 
And gradual alienation 
From man and his millennial exultation, 
Driven by a divine bitterness, 
Impatiently He bared 
His body to the thongs 
As if a lover of his kind could not agree 
In such a world as this 
To any form of death save by the abhorréd tree, 
And by deliberate will 


United Love to man’s extremest ill. 


Iil 
O Thou Whom men call Father, Who dost taste 


An infinite pain in infinite ways, and share 
Each pang we bear, 
Pierced through with sorrow at the abysmal waste 
Wherewith the creature 
Gropes his way on in age-long strife with nature, 
How shall these know of Thee 
Whose years were circled with malignancy? 
How shall they know Thee father save Thou prove 
To the uttermost Thy love? 


Amos Niven Wilder 
Oxford, February, 1922. 
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CAN YE SPARE CHRIST ON HIS CROSS? 


The cry of earth’s anguish went up unto God,— 
“Lord, take away pain,— 

The shadow that darkens the world Thou hast made, 
The close-coiling chain 

That strangles the heart, the burden that weighs 
On the wings that would soar,— 

Lord, take away pain from the world Thou hast made 
That it love Thee the more.” 


Then answered the Lord to the world He had made, 
“Shall I take away pain? 

And with it the power of the soul to endure 
Made strong by the strain? 

Shall I take away pity that knits heart to heart 
And sacrifice high? 

Will ye lose all your heroes who lift from the Aste 
White brows to the sky? 

Shall I take away love that redeems with a price 
And smiles through the loss,— 

Can ye spare from the lives that would climb unto mine 
The Christ on His Cross?” 


Anonymous 
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THE SUPREME SACRIFICE 


O valiant Hearts, who to your glory came 
Through dust of conflict and through battle-flame; 
Tranquil you lie, your knightly virtue proved, 

Your memory hallowed in the Land you loved. © 


Proudly you gathered, rank on rank to war, 

As who had heard God’s message from afar; 

All you had hoped for, all you had you gave 

To save Mankind—yourselves you scorned to save. 


Splendid you passed, the great surrender made, 
Into the light that nevermore shall fade; 

Deep your contentment in that blessed abode, 
Who wait the last clear trumpet-call of God. 


Long years ago, as earth lay dark and still, 
Rose a loud cry upon a lonely hill, 

While in the frailty of our human clay 

Christ, our redeemer, passed the self-same way. 


Still stands his cross from that dread hour to this, 
Like some bright star above the dark abyss; 

Still, through the veil the Victor’s pitying eyes 

Look down to bless our lesser calvaries. 


These were His servants, in His steps they trod 
Following through death the martyr’d Son of God: 
Victor He rose; victorious too shall rise 

Those who have drunk His Cup of Sacrifice. 


O risen Lord, O Shepherd of our Dead, 
Whose cross has bought them and whose staff has led— 
In glorious hope their proud sorrowing Land 
Commits her children to Thy gracious hand. 
John S. Arkwright 
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A LEGEND OF GETHSEMANE 


“O, Who is this that seeks at night 
The ways of green Gethsemane? 
O, Who is this that prays at night, 
Face to the ground in agony?— 
Sorrow of Sorrow, Grief of Grief.” 


Uneasy whispered blade and leaf. 


Sudden the Garden understood. 

The grasses, on His garment’s hem 

Laid sighing lips—and even as blood 
Were the great drops that fell on them; 
The flowers all bowed their heads one way ; 
The wild things cared no more to play. 


But there were those, of herb and tree 
Forbore to worship, murmuring thus: 
“Nought but a suffering man we see 
And what is human grief to us?”— 

He turned, the Holy and the Wise, 

And looked on them with anguished eyes. 


They trembled, stricken and aware— 
The aspen and the quaking-grass: 
“All, all Creation’s woe is there 
Master, forgive! Alas, alas!” 

Too late. Moved by remorse forever 
The grasses shake, the aspens quiver. 


Teresa Hooley 
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TO THE WOUNDED 


Disfigured—? Nay, transfigured utterly, 
Since every wound a sign is that in thee 
God hath appeared ;—bound thee, and set thee free 
Crowned with His blossoms, everlastingly! 
—Blossoms wine-red and thorned, that tremblingly 
Broke into flower, from a self-raised tree 
Whereon thou laid’st thy body: yea, even as He 
Who to the last suffered extremity 
Of death and desolation,—unto thee 
*Tis given to suffer thus, vicariously. 


What of thy lameness, when thy soul has wings 

That soar with thee above the perishing things 

Of sense and time? Swift runner, verily, 

Though no step nearer could’st thou draw to me: 
Limbless—perchance . . . yet winged how wonderfully! 


Blind—? Yet thou see’st what they alone can see, 
Who so have searched the darkness,—pierced it so. 
That rays from other worlds come flashing through 
To lightless eyes,—whose starry visions glow 
Fairer than e’er our brightest dreamings know, 
Whiter than lilies, or pale blossoming snow. 


Lame—hblind—and deaf—? Nay, loved one, for to me 
Thou art made whole: beautiful utterly ! 

To thee,—for whom the song bird vainly sings 

Is granted audience of unuttered things, 

—For our dull ears too vast a symphony. 

To thy numbed senses, and brave, blinded eyes, 

Come visions plumed with gold of Paradise. 
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Thou hast grown strangely conversant with death. 
Looked in his face how oft, and fearlessly: 

Suffered his hand to grasp thine, faithfully; 

Cast life from thee as though it were a weed 

Thou reckest not of: laughed pain to scorn, 

To stay the cries that else had broke from thee; 

Dared things that seers dream of, heroes do: 

Submerged thyself in Baptisms of fire, 

That brought to life in thee those fadeless blooms, 

That we have called thy wounds, Belov’d,—thy wounds! 


Thou hast met life at death-grips; and hast lain 
Crushed, but not beaten ;—with impatient breath 
Breathed inarticulate prayers among the slain, 
Half slain thyself,—waiting a worse than death 
With desperate courage; and emerged at length 
The shadow of thyself, o’ershadowed by 

A higher Self than thou, even His Who saith, 

“A greater love can no man know than this”— 
Who graves thee with the self-same wounds as His, 
Setting as sacred seal thereon—His Kiss. 


O, wounded one,—close to thy wounds we press, 
(Those outward signs of inward lovableness) 

That we may heal us of our sore distress, 

And therefrom learn thy way of nobleness. 

—The swords that smote thee smite upon us too:— 
Thy baptisms of fire have searched us through, 
Wounding us where no visible eye can see,— 

The counterpart of every wound in thee! 


O! judge us not by outward perfectness 

Of form unmarred,—unscarred. Most pitiless 
Such judgment were. But for our loveliness 
Give to our keeping thy life’s brokenness ; 
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°Tis ours,—divinely given,—to heal and bless, 
And fashion out of human tenderness 

A heaven thy soul shall dwell in; and for thee 
A garden make of thy sad wilderness 

Of broken hopes,—lost dreams: till roses bloom 
Redder than wine, that else had decked a tomb. 


Winifred A. Cook 
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All in the April evening, 295 

All living creatures’ pain, 153 
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cry, 161 
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Man of sorrows, wrapt in grief, 
88 
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61 
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